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It was but a few hours of spring's early gladness 



paoe 
95 

89 

80 

97 

42 

93 

26 

49 

32 

22 
61 

85 

57 
39 

3 
13 

87 
16 
5 
63 
20 
64 



Jesus is calling thee . . . 



43 



VI. 



Page 

Lord, didst Thou touch him ? — ^that polluted one ... 59 

My " dear Httle maiden," a greeting I send ... ... 86 

" Not finished yet ! " Oh, I remember gladly ... 11 

Oh, bright, sweet summertide ! We give to thee ... 17 

Oh, faint hearts, bewildered, weary ... ... ... 7 

Oh Grod the Holy Spirit ! ... 55 

Oh honoured Queen ! who for these sixty years ... 1 

Oh ! what an untold sense of boundlessness ... ... 25 

Pour out Thy Spirit on us. Lord ... . . .• ... 52 

Praise ye the Lord all ye dwellers on earth ... ... 68 

Redeemed ! redeemed ! oh word of truest gladness ... 46 

See ! the rain has abated, the clouds have dispersed ... 24 

Shall we sing, or shaU we weep ... 35 

Sing praises ye redeemed ones ! 'tis your Grod Who 

bids you sing ... ... ... 69 

Sweet, glad springtide of early life ... 10 

Swiftly the days pass by 88 

The Lord my Shepherd is ; His love I know ... 67 

The Son of God is come 40 

The veteran must die, the great High Priest ... 70 

They are so precious to us, earth's sweet joys ... 33 

They come to us oft when the shades are deep ... 30 

They flit about on fairest days 30 

They said the earl would build a splendid house ... 81 

They stood upon the Bed Sea coast ... ... ... 50 



Vll. 

Paoe 

This is the New Year ! Countless chroniclers ... 27 
Thou hast given, oh, gracious Saviour, a promise for 

ever new ... ... ... ... ... ... 45 

Wait awhile, ere ye fasten the shutters ... ... 34 

Well do we know them, — ^are they not most fair ... 37 

We love Him, the Great Lover of our souls ... ... 65 

Who loves not gifts 1 They speak to us of love ... 29 

Wide scattered, and divided many a way ... ... 85 

Write it o'er all that we now enjoy ... ... ... 47 




Trt TTC-Q -kT A TPQIty ATTRTi^Kr ^nrtfj-.Tyj 



ERRATA. 
On page 89, line 16, for " a " read " or " 

On page 71, line 16, for " Bwallowing " read 
" swallow " 

On page 94, tine 19, for " worldly " read 
" worthy." 

The world is vocal now with praise of thee, 
Edioing far and wide in ringing cheers. 
Thou hast known bitterness and lonely care. 

Yet God hath blessed thee— He Whom thou did'st se 
In thy young maiden queenshipj simply meek. 
And heard hath been thy subjects^ constant prayer. 
Still, still, " God save the Querai ! " thine empire sings, 
And for thee honours the great King of kings. 
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TO HER MAJESTY, QUEEN VICTORIA, 
On the Cslxbbation of TTfh. Diamond Jubilee, 

Jvne S2nd, 1897. 

Hii, Oh, honoured Queen I who for these sixty yean, 

1^- 's, calm, unprecedented dignity, 

L *^' w 

■ ^ % Tith ddicate balance, and chaste Bymjrabhy, 
i^j. * worn the crown, outdistancing thy peers, 

y " * ^ lumbered hcmeat plaudits greet thine ears 
u this unique, this joyous Jubilee, 
le world is vocal now with praise of thee, 
1:. ing far and wide in ringing cheers. 
Hiou hast known bitterness and lonely care. 

Yet God hath blessed thee — He Whom thou did'st seek 
In thy young maiden queenship, simply meek, 
And heard hath been thy subjects' constant prayer. 
Still, still, " God save the Queen ! " thine empire sings, 
AnH for thee honours Uie great King of kings. 



MUSIC. 

Hark ! hear ye not the harmonies 
Through all creation stealing, 

By subtle means the mysteries 
Of heaven to earth reveaUng 1 

Truths beyond those we learn by word 

In music find expression, 
And joys that ne'er our hearts had stirred 

Become a rich possession. 

A heavenly chorus fills the air. 

Echoing down the ages ; 
The stilled heart hears it everywhere. 

And blessing it presages. 

So manifold its wondrous tones, 

So resonant its ringing. 
So forcible the sway its owns. 

So exquisite its singing. 

Now breathing peace, so calm, so soft. 
As nought could e'er disturb it ; 

With rusting roar resoim.ding oft. 
As if no power could curb it. 

The whispering of the summer breeze. 
The thundePs mighty crashing. 

The murmur of the quiet seas. 
The waves' uproarious splashing ; 

The robins' solitary lay. 

The lark's ecstatic trilling, 
Philomel's anthem, grave, sweet, gay. 

The midnight silence thrilling ; 

The mother's gentle lullaby. 

The infant's pretty cooing. 
The kindly tones of sympathy. 

The lover's tender wooing ; 
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The rarest height of cultured art, 
The song of simplest maiden, 

Thfi unity of mauy a part, 
The clashmg bells joy laden; 

AU are inflections of that voice, 
Which spake the world to being, 

And bade the universe rejoice. 
Its chequered tale foreseeing. 

Too true it is that discord mars 

The glorious harmonics. 
Though for the earth the morning stars 

Uttered the clear, true tonics. 

True, music hath its coimterf eit 
That seems akin to madness. 

And the rude, jarring notes we meet 
Reverberate in sadness. 

True, we oft find in sweetest lays 
Strange, minor chords prevailing, 

And near the highest biu^t of praise 
Ascends a weary wailing. 

Yet music hath again been heard 
From out heaven's opened glory, 

When angels brought the welcome word 
Of earths redemption-story. 

And a new song shall yet be taught 
To mortals grown immortal ; 

Already have some notes been caught 
Through the celestial portal. 

And music pure shall be attained. 
New truth, new bliss revealing ; 

The grand key-note shall be regained, 
Loud hallelujahs pealing. 



SPBING FLOWERS. 

It is not all a barren waste, 

This brown, this frost-bound earth ; 

Spring calls with vivifying power 
All nature to new birth. 

This is not all a cheerless life, 
Though many a dear hope dies ; 

From weariness, and loss, and grief. 
Reviving joys arise. 

God reigneth still, God loveth still, 

God for us still doth care ; 
And, though He send the withering blast, 

Mercy is everywhere. 

Death is not victor, though he take 

Our beautiful, our best ; 
Our Father hath but bidden him 

Hush them awhile to rest. 

There comes a resurrection day. 
That shall make all things plain. 

The mysteries of life and death. 
The meaning of all pain. 

So say the flowers, as year by year. 

Their beauty is renewed. 
And gladder, stronger grow our hearts. 

With this great hope imbued. 

First from their wintry prison-house 
The pure white snowdrops spring. 

And with them the frilled aconites 
Hold friendly communing. 



Then come the vase-like crocuses 

In royal colours gay, 
And pink and blue hepaticas, 

As beautiful as they. 

And soon the floral train overspreads 
Moorlands, and vales, and hills, 

Sweet violets nestle in the shade. 
Bright kingcups stud the rills. 

Daisies and buttercups untold 
Bestrew the fresh green leas. 

And starry yeUow primroses. 
Cluster beneath the trees. 

And then succeed wild hyacinths 

To flowers of paler hue. 
Giving the widespread woodland floor 

A carpeting of blue. 

Each cultured spot is now attired 

In glorious array. 
There countless beauteous rival gems 

Their varied charms display. 

Narcissi, wallflowers, pansies grow 

Luxuriantly there. 
And then the rhododendrons bloom. 

And lilacs scent the air. 

So, on they come in order due. 
The welcome vernal posies. 

Till the laburnums and the may 
Blend with the early roses. 

And all the same grand chorus join ; 

Oh, to learn all they teach ! 
For He Who told the hhes' tale, 

A message sends by each. 



COMFOET. 

(Isaiah xl. ; Psalm cxlvii, 3, 4.) 

Oh, faint hearts, bewildered, weary, 

Desolate and near despair. 
Wherefore harbour dire forebodings % 

Wherefore Hve a life of care ? 

Seems it that the Lord forgetteth? 

That yoiu: way is hid from Him 1 
Seems it that all judgment ceaseth? 

Wherefore let your faith grow dim? 

Know ye not, have ye not heard it, 

That the everlasting God 
Never wearieth nor f ainteth. 

Charged with all His creatiure's load? 

Hark ! He speaketh to His people, 
" Comfort ye, oh, comfort ye ! " 

He hath sent to you good tidings, 
Pardoned your iniquity. 

He shall feed you, He shall lead you, 
He hath made, and He will bear ; 

He that spread yon vault of brightness, 
To whom will ye Him compare? 

Come out 'neath the starlit heavens, 
Lift your eyes and wondering gaze ; 

Know the infinite Creator, 

Muse upon His works and ways. 

How to keen and earnest vision, 

Do His marvels multiply ! 
Oh, the grand thought-staggering numbers 

Of the wonders of the s^ ! 
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Far as aided eye can measure 
Vistas vast of glowing light, 

Suns and suns in sparkling splendour 
Are revealed to human sight. 

And what untold interests cluster 
Round each distant, mote-like star ! 

Systems mighty, minute matters 
Crowd the universe afar ! 

Oh ! in vain all penetration 

To explore those heights profound ! 
Ye but catch a feeble glimmer 

Of the outer circle's boimd. 

But the Lord, Who bids you trust Him, 
Counts the stars, gives each a name ; 

All their manifold surroimdings 
His continual bounty claim. 

He upholds them, not one faileth, 
He sustains them hour by hour. 

What a parable of gladnJl 

Must not He be strong in power ? 

This is He Who in compassion 
Comes the broken heart to heal ; 

Ye cannot escape His notice. 
All your burdens He can feel. 

Sins and sorrows, wounds and weakness. 
All the woe in sad hearts pent. 

All their need, and all their longing 
To the Lord is evident. 

Let the stars then whisper to you 
Precious words of tenderest cheer, 

Waiting on the Lord Almighty 
Ye can have no cause for fear. 



Yea, though heaven and earth shall perish 

As of old He hath decreed, 
An inheritance eternal 

Is reserved for you indeed. 

Thus your God, your Saviour blesses. 
Bids you glad and hopeful be. 

Promises all help and vigour, 
" Comfort ye, oh, comfort ye ! " 
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SCHOOL TIME. 

Sweet, glad springtide of early life, 

Season of hopefid sowing ; 
With rich promise and purpose rife, 

All just ready for growing. 
What possibilities lie herein 
Stores of wisdom and good to win. 
Here shall many a joy begin, 

Fruitage ere long bestowing. 

Seems it oft wasted, the seed we hide? 

And do our tasks oft weary ? 
Seems it so long to the srnnmer tide 1 

Seem the cold March winds dreary ? 
Swiftly, swiftly will pass each day, 
And, half unheeded, in many a way 
Our buried store shall its life betray. 

We shall reap if we be not weary. 

Ever the purest, choicest seed 
Give we oiu: own heart's keeping. 

Give as we may where another has need. 
Sow, or with singing or weeping. 

Patiently let us prepare the soil. 

And steadily, earnestly, cheerily toil ; 

None shall ever God's purpose foil. 
And He hath promised the reaping. 

Sow we ever yet more and more. 

Sow for a fife unending. 
All our purpose and all our lore 

Unto one climax tending. 
For until death shall our school hours last. 

And when our sowing is overpast 
We may reap sure spoils in the harvest vast 

Gladness and glory blending. 
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UNFINISHED. 

'* Not finished yet ! " Oh, I remember gladly 

How once those few words calmed much troubled thought 

That had in many a pathway wandered sadly, 
For life appeared with such deep mystery fraught. 

There was a Kttle child about me playing, 

Left for awhile for me in charge to take. 
And, lest some vague alarm should need allaying, 

I promised him a patchwork ball to make. 

He came and looked upon it uncompleted. 

Turned inside out, as of no shape at all. 
And wistfully he twice or thrice repeated, 

" Oh, auntie, that will never make a ball ! " 

He well might think so, well might be confounded, 

It was all unlike what he hoped to get ; 
But I assured him it would soon be rounded. 

And quietly I said, " Not finished yet ! " 

He turned to play, but came again to ponder 
How a round ball could come from such a thing ; 

Yet he believed me, and in trustful wonder 
He waited for the work's accomplishing. 

'Twas finished soon, accepted as a treasure. 

And much delight it gave the happy boy ; 
Then to my heart came comforting and pleasure, 

Clustering thickly round that trifling toy. 

I thought how much of life was like its stages. 
Shapeless and ragged, hard to imderstand ; 

But then I thought— God sees adown the ages, 
And His own work is safe in His own hand. 
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And often, now, when sin or sorrow vexes, 

And doubt and wonder hold my soul in thrall, 

When all creation's travailing perplexes, 
My thoughts revert to that unfinished ball. 

And 'mid earth's seeming tangle and confusion. 

Its mystery, anxiety and fret. 
That seem all unlike life's desired conclusion, 

X say afresh the words — " Not finished yet ! " 

Then precious grows the God-inspired assurance 

That soon shall sound the glad note, " It is done ! " 

Mystery be finished, past all painful durance. 

Wrong, trouble, death subdued to God's dear Son. 

Then shall the glorv of the new creation 

Be blessing unalloyed extending wide, 
Far, far exceeding highest expectation, 

Then shall desire be fully satisfied. 
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'HOW ARE THE DEAD RAISED UP?" 

(I. Corinthians xv. 33.) 

" How are the dead raised up ? " Who, who can tell ? 

It is a mystery too great, too deep 

For finite mind to fathom. Language fails 

To teach the mighty, thought-transcending truth, 

AU apprehension is completely foiled. 

All research disappointed. 

Are they then 
Unworthy credence — God's great promises 
Of endless life and glory ? Shall there be 
No resurrection unto power and bhss 
Because we cannot sound the depths of God ? 
Oh, trust we thankfully, while yet awhile 
We know so little of divine resource. 
While to all anxious, curious questionings. 
Baffled and wondering, our ignorance 
Can only echo, "How?" 

But this I know, — 
That in the autumn of last year the leaves 
Fell from the trees, which all the winter long 
Stood cold and bare, and seemingly all dead, 
But now again they live, a glorious host. 
Wearing their beautiful green coronals. 
Science has mastered many a mystery 
And Nature's secrets proved ; yet evermore 
Remains th' unanswered, unsolved question : " How- 
How comes this miracle ? " 

And this I know, — 
I watched a caterpillar many a day. 
Until it crept to earth and hid itself, 
A shrivelled, cold, repulsive, death-like thing ; 
There for long weeks it lay, almost forgot. 
But one bright day emerged therefrom a life, 
A fluttering thing of beauty unsurpassed, 
Oh, who can tell me how? 
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And this I know, — 
That in a stretch of bleak and barren soil 
The sower buried some long rows of grain, 
And left them there with Httle further heed, 
Now there has spnmg therefrom a waving crop. 
Vainly we seek the body that was sown. 
The seed has perished, yet is here again, 
A plenteous harvest of the selfsame kind, 
And much I wonder how. 

And this I know, — 
I hid some Httle brown seeds in a spot 
That I could closely watch ; and soon appeared 
Tiny twin leaflets, and then stalk and leaf, 
Until to-day I have such lovely flowers. 
I watched their gradual progress tenderly 
From day to day, almost from hour to hour, 
But all in vain I strove to comprehend 
The wondrous magic of the fair plant's life. 
I knew that rain and sun conduced to growth, 
That the rich compost yielded nourishment, 
That by a law of circularity, 
The free sap gHded through its every part. 
Hastening on to perfect flower and seed, 
And by a thousand subtle processes. 
Known or unguessed the wondrous work went on. 
But how I could not guess. 

And this I know, — 
That yesternight I saw the red sun set 
Beneath the far horizon, and for hours 
It was away, invisible to us. 
Then all was darkness and uncoloured gloom, 
The beauty of the landscape disappeared. 
And all the world seemed weird and desolate. 
But the day dawned, and all was bright once more. 
The night was spent, the darkness passed away. 
The fair sun rose and shone, until at length 
Earth's daily revolution was achieved. 
Our cavants tell of many a constant law 
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That controls this our planet, and explains 
So much of marvel and perplexity, 
Yet still recurs that question deep and grave : 
" How, how can these things be 1 " 

And this I know, — 
That in the darkness I lay down last night 
And fell asleep, and through the silent hours 
I rested calmly and imconsciously ; 
I nothing heard or saw, e'en thought was stayed, 
I seemed inanimate. But with the mom 
I woke again, my senses all refreshed, 
I cannot tell you how — ^how can it be? 
And this I know, — They crucified the Lord, 
All sinless He, He gave Himself for sin. 
He died, the Son of Man, the Son of God, 
And for three days they sealed Him in the tomb. 
But that was all, they could not hold Him there ; 
The Lord of Glory burst from all His bonds. 
He rose again, omnipotent to save. 
And now He Hveth never more to die. 
And by the power of His endless Hfe, 
Implanted by His Spirit now in us, 
Because He liveth we shall also live, 
God only knoweth how. 
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SPRING. 

It Cometh, cometh, all gently stealing, 

But visibly, audibly, far and wide ; 
By many a token, by many a feeling. 

We know it is coming, the glad springtide. 

Oh, winter often appeared unending. 

There ever was life, but it seemed as death ; 

Now hope is exuberant, joy impending, 

AU things are inspired by some quickening breath. 

A balmy softness pervades creation, 

And every breeze seems a loving kiss, 
All nature joins in a grand ovation, 

Was ever a coming of spring like this ? 

Did sun ever glisten forth so brightly ? 

Was ever the sky of so fair a blue ? 
Were ever the heavens so star-begemmed nightly ? 

Flashed Sirius ever with such brilliant hue? 

On distant tree-tops compactly serried 

A shimmer of fresh, vivid life is seen ; 
And wide-spreading meads, long in snow-wreaths buried, 

Now shine in the sunlight with verdant sheen. 

A promise of harvest is surely growing. 

Transforming to beauty the dull, bare fields ; 

The buds of the hedge-row with red are glowing, 
The chestnut is bursting its shining shields. 

The beech-tree bristles with green-tipped lances. 

All gleamingly pointing to joys to be ; 
And each slender twig of the lady-birch dances. 

Asserting its share in the general glee. 



17 

The towering hop-elm, in blossom early, 
With clusters of true lovers'-knots is decked^ 

In orchard and woodland the catkin curly. 
With tender grace hangs o'er its bride elect. 

The speedwell, blue as the bluest heaven, 
Looks smilingly upward to that fair dome ; 

The yoimg lambs are playing from simrise till even, 
The time of the singing of birds is come. 

The brave thrush greets us at early morning. 
And cheerily carols the whole day long ; 

And hope in oft-troubled Hves newly dawning, 
Responsively echoes that clear, sweet song. 

The lark her musical way is winging 
Aloft in the heights of transparent air ; 

And jubilant hearts are as blithely singing 
As high in an atmosphere pure and rare. 

Oh lovely spring ! Oh enchanting season ! 

Thou bringest us pleasures so great, so free ; 
We love thee with every sense and reason. 

And warm is the welcome we give to thee. 

Yet not imchequered shall be thy story. 
The dreaded north-easter shall still delay 

The rapid advance of thy reign of glory, 
But ah ! its coming no power can stay. 

It shall not fail us while earth remaineth, 
A Father's good promise hath made it sure ; 

Omnipotent blessing all hfe maintaineth. 
And we to the end may in hope endure. 

For just as surely a glad fulfilling 

Of many a promise each day shall bring ; 

And even through death are our hearts still thrilling 
With quickening hope of a deathless spring. 
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SUMMER. 

Oh, bright, sweet summertide ! we give to thee 
Our truest, heartiest welcome. Through long weeks 
Of dreariness and dulness we have dreamt 
Of thy unnumbered glories, and have watched 
With earnest longing for thy first approach. 
Now thou hast come, and we are glad indeed. 

No lack of verdure now ; the stately trees. 
That all the winter and far into spring 
Seemed bare and dead, flutter their leafy plumes 
Responsive to the zephyr's loving kiss. 
Blending a strength and beauty all their own. 

How green are all the meadows and how gay. 
Until the mower comes with ruthless scythe. 
And then what sweetness follows in his train ! 

And what a world of blossom everywhere ! 
The wild rose decorates the wayside hedge 
With long festoons richly bedight with gems. 
And its still fairer garden sister blooms 
In grand profusion, and variety 
Of habit, and of colour, and of form. 
Who can compute the multitude of flowers 
That yield their grace and fragrance to enhance 
The gladness of this yearly festival^ 

And oh, the woods ! the cool, refreshing woods. 
Where nature vegetates in wildest mood. 
Where giant trees almost exclude the sky. 
And branches of the lavish undergrowth 
Of hazel and of hornbeam meet o'erhead 
In tangled masses, and where all around 
In tropical luxuriance the brake 
Expands its countless fronds, and various ferns 
Vie with each other the fair scene to grace. 
While the free honeysuckle rampant climbs, 
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And trailing ivy, or abundant grass, 
Or soft moss carpets the entire expanse. 

And oh, the waving cornfields ! green as yet. 

But promising a golden store ere long. 

Oh, the soft airs that play around our cheeks ! 

And oh, the universal harmony 

Of ever-varying sound ! oh, the cahn sea-. 

Whose myriad wavelets glitter in the sun ! 

Oh, the broad, shining river, mirroring 

The boundless azure sky ! 

'Tis lovely all. 
Thou peerless summer, words are vaiu, and poor, 
And weak indeed to photograph thy charms ; 
But, drinking in thy joy, we love thee well. 
And to our bounteous Father we look up 
And sing, " Oh, Lord, how manifold Thy works. 
In wisdom hast Thou made them all ; the earth 
Is teeming with Thy riches ! " 

Yet, e'en now 
Our hearts look ever forward yearningly 
To a far fairer clime, a fuller life. 
An endless siunmertide of all our hopes. 
That eye not yet hath seen, nor heart conceived : 
Where storm can ne'er disturb its perfect peace, 
Where cloud can never dim, nor sunblaze scorch. 
Nor thorn, nor thistle, neither drought, nor blight 
Can introduce one marring element ; 
But where the ransomed rest in pastures green. 
Entirely blest, entirely satisfied ! 
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AUTUMN. 

It seems but yesterday that we rejoiced 
To welcome the first pledges of the spring 
On tree and hedgerow ; yet those tiny shoots 
Have swelled and opened into myriad leaves, 
Clothing the earth with an unrivalled robe 
Of verdure, decked with flowers of every hue 
Throughout the glorious simamer. Ah ! but now 
The bright, brief day of Flora's happy reign 
Is well-nigh over, the rich wealth of leaves 
Is hastening to decay, and soon we know 
The autumn winds will scatter them to earth. 

Yet has the dying summer left to us 

A precious legacy of grain and fruit. 

And, ere it bares the trees, the autumn brings 

The common joy of harvest, true and deep. 

Now do the broad fields stand so thick with com 

They laugh and sing, and, catching their refrain. 

The reaper labours with a hearty will. 

Never so blithe as now, when bygone toil 

Meets with its glad and plentiful success. 
* * * ^ ^ * 

How oft the sun in undimmed splendour shines 

Throughout the day, then hides awhile at eve 

Behind earth's rising vapours, to break forth 

Before it passes the horizon's bound 

In majesty inejffable, and paint 

With every rainbow tint the western sky ! 

So, when the evening of the year comes on, 

All nature dons at first a sober dress, 

Then fading leaves in later days reveal 

A splendour that the summer never knew. 

The spreading elm is softly shaded now 

From green to brightest orange, and the beech 
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Seen in the light of the descending sun 

Glows like a monster fire ; the cherry-tree 

Is dyed to richest crimson, and the oak 

Blends many a shade of yellow, green, and brown ; 

While still the stately cedar-tree retains 

Its garb of changeless verdure, to contrast 

With the more gorgeous beauty of the rest. 

Too soon the picture changes, and presents 
Bare, sOent fields, and thick and chilling mists. 
And gloomy skies and long and driving rains. 
And narrowing days. Ah, yes ! farewell 
To all things siunmerlike, a long farewell ! 

Yet e'en this season hath its own dear joys. 

Now does the household hearth renew its charms 

And restful days succeed to busy toil ; 

And oh ! the grandeur of the cahn, clear night, 

Again we greet the half-forgotten gems 

Of the fair heavens, — the sweet Pleiades, 

Orion bold and Sirius his train-bearer; 

And, though the chorus of the groves is hushed. 

The robin sings his solo at our door. 

And the chrysanthemums are bright and gay. 

Oh, autiunn ! thou art very beautiful. 
And very drear ! Thou hast so much of joy, 
So much too of regret ! Yet, as we sigh. 
We hear thee whisper of a spring to be, 
A blessed spring of glory unalloyed. 
That shall not pass away. 
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SUNSHINE. 

Beautiful sunshine, what joy dost thou bring ! 
Blessing and brightening everything, 
Chasing all darkness and dulness away, 
Reigi^ with wide and beneficent sway, 
Breaking the frost-chains, and melting the snow, 
Flooding all nature with exqmsite glow. 
Ending the stem night of winter and gloom, 
Charming a garden where late was a tomb. 

Wooing fair flowers with thy gentle caress 
To deck the broad earth with its loveliest dress. 
Hovering long over orchard and field 
Till a plentiful harvest they gratefully yield ; 
Prompting the music that gladdens the grove. 
Bidding the bee and the butterfly rove, 
CaUing all life to thy grand festal hall 
To hold in thy presence its high carnival. 

Painting the valley-lands, gilding the hills. 

Making bright mirrors of rivers and rills. 

Bidding the ocean break forth into smiles. 

And the rocks bare and barren respond to thy wiles ; 

Over the landscape diffusing thy light 

So that far-distant objects start forth into sight ; 

Then, even the clouds and the shadows we see. 

Are welcome and beautiful, blending with thee. 

Shedding thy treasures of glory on all. 
Entering palace, and cottage, and hall. 
Shining with unrivalled radiance here. 
Then bearing thy boons to the far hemisphere. 
Whispering V to the sick and oppre^, 
Deepening joy in the satisfied breast. 
Telling of happiness, beauty, and mirth 
To the uttermost bound of the listening earth. 
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Old age totters forth with his crutch, and he seems 

To gain new Hfe and strength from thy health-giving beams, 

The Httle ones hail thee with pleasure unfeigned, 

They gambol and sport in thy light unrestrained, 

There's an unwonted smile on the toiler's worn face. 

And a heartier tone in his greeting we trace ; 

Oh, blind and deaf-hearted indeed must he be^ 

That fails to acknowledge a blessing in thee ! 

Dost thou not speak with unfaltering voice 
To all who are wistful, and bid them rejoice ? 
Dost thou not tell of a Father above, 
Unspeakably great, and abounding in love? 
Dost thou not say that He knoweth our need, 
He knoweth, and careth, and blesseth indeed ? 
Apt emblem art thou of His goodness divine, 
Free, boundless, exhaustless, resplendent sunshine ! 

Beautiful sunshine of God's wondrous grace. 
Shedding sweet influence in every place, 
Cheering the desolate, brightening the sad, 
Raising to heaven the hearts that are glad ! 
Thou art a treasiu*e of infinite worth. 
All life and enjoyment from thee have their birth ; 
To bask in thy fulness is imfailing bliss, 
Bountiful Father, we thank Thee for this ! 
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SUNSET. 

See ! the rain has abated, the clouds have dispersed, 

And o'er us the last angry tempest has burst, 

How beautiful now, in the glowing west. 

Is the sun sinking slowly and calmly to rest ! 

Oh, well may we deem it an emblem bright 

Of the ransomed one passing to fields of light. 

Who, ere bidding farewell to a land of unrest. 

Just catches a glimpse of the joys of the blest ! 

How the glorious vision inspires his soul 

With an earnest longing to reach its goal ! 

How it brightens with hope his eager eye ! 

How it flushes his fading cheek with joy ! 

Not cloudless nor tranquil has been his day. 

Oh, many a storm has he passed on his way ; 

But the last one is o'er, and his sky is now clear 

Save the sorrow of parting with those he holds dear. 

Yet even that cloud is encircled with gold. 

For he knows, when a few short years shall have rolled. 

They, too, will pass over the bound of time. 

And be welcomed likewise to the heavenly clime. 

Beautiful simset ! in thee may we see 

A type of our nearing eternity. 
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SEASIDE MUSINGS. 

Oh ! what an iintx>ld sense of boundlessness 

Comes to our spirits as we gaze on thee, 

Thou grand mysterious ocean ! What high thoughts 

Of power immeasured, of unrivalled skfll, 

And wisdom infinite ! We stand amazed, 

Our soul is awed within us, our vain pride 

Shrinks in thy presence into nothingness, 

As the dull taper in the cloudless noon. 

Yet with it all there comes a mighty sense 

Of freedom and deHght, and fires the soul. 

Till it would almost seem that time were spent, 

And nought withheld us from eternity. 

And oh, what loftier emotions still 
Are stirred within us ! Oh, what ecstasies 
Of love, and hope, and joy expand our hearts. 
As, standing on the far, far stretching verge 
Of thy vast field of waters, we look off 
To yet another ocean, broad and deep 
Beyond our utmost ken. It girds our globe 
From pole to pole, from east to farthest west. 
And we like little children on the shore 
Dip in our tiny buckets and rejoice 
To catch some drops of the overwhelming flood. 
But oh ! we long to reach maturer years. 
When we may plunge into its wondrous depths. 
Or launch upon the tide and sail away. 
Content, yea glad, to lose our sight of land. 
Borne on the sea of God's unfathomed love. 
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STIKRINGS. 
(Deuteronomy xxxii, 11, 12.) 

An eyrie lodged on a barren rock 

That the raging ocean girds, 
Secure it seems from the tempest's shock, 

A nest full of happy birds. 

Yet, oh ! it is well that the nest be stirred. 
That the eaglets be taught to soar ; 

And wise is the care of the parent bird 
When she shelters them no more. 

And deem we not in our unbelief 
That our Heavenly Father errs 

When He sends to us our early grief, 
When our peaceful nest He stirs. 

For He hath heights we must attain. 
And depths that we must know ; 

And 'tis but that we His bliss may gain 
That He gives not rest below. 

Borne then on wings of imbounded might, 

Seek we the radiant sun ; 
Fix we our eyes on the Lord of light, 

Soar to eternal noon. 
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THE NEW YEAR. 

This is the New Year ! Countless chroniclers 

Of steady time have struck the midnight hour ; 

And in hushed darkness face to face we stand 

With the opposing possibilities 

Of this fresh fraction of the centuries, 

Whose ripples reach unto eternity. 

Well do we know this New Year shall embrace 

Desolate winter, glorious simimer days, 

Spring hopefulness, and autimin's sure decay. 

Now shall the heaven above us be a stretch 

Of undimmed sunlit azure, and now flecked 

With beauteous cloudlets floating fairy-like ; 

Now shall thick fogs obscure it, and again 

Shall dull, dense masses of dark tempest-cloud 

Heave in timaultuous billows o'er the sky. 

Then, yet again, shall mystic night reveal 

In varied phases the cahn, queenly moon ; 

Th' erratic planets and far distant stars. 

Waking high thoughts of untold, imknown realms. 

Now shall the fierce wind blow, and now be stayed ; 

Now shall the rain and now the snow prevail ; 

Now frost, now sultry stillness, now soft airs ; 

Now shall the lightning-flash and thunder-peal 

Strike terror all aroimd ; now shall the sea 

Be lashed to fury, and now undisturbed 

Save by its never-ceasing ebb and flow. 

Day after day the sun shall rise and set, 

Day alternate with night, and the wide world 

Shall sleep and wake, and sleep and wake again, 

And all shall typify the changefulness 

Of this year's slow-enacting history 

Of nations and of every human life. 

There shall be conflict, victory, defeat, 

Rebellion, controversy, progress, mirth, 
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Hurry and rush, and stillness all enforced, 
Festival, funeral, labour, and repose, 
Luxury, poverty, and love, and hate. 
And works of kindliness and awful deeds. 
Here death shall enter, there new life shall come, 
Here hearts shall blend in happy union. 
And there be severed, sorrowful and lone; 
Here shall prosperity succeed to loss. 
There pain to pleasure, and there rest to toil ; 
But ever where grief awaits good hovers near. 
And where joy sails some baUast must be borne. 
Or it will soon capsize. 

All this shall be, 
As in the years that we have known of old ; 
Yet who that greets this dawning of the year 
Can surely guess what for himself awaits. 
Which shall preponderate, or ease, or care? 
God only knows ; but, oh ! to know He knows, 
And orders all with wise, unerring love. 
Resolves all questioning to trustfulness. 
Together everything shall work for good, 
And all shall work towards one glad New Year 
That days shall measure not, nor months, a year 
When all things shall be new — new heavens, new earth, 
Without or sun or sea ; where shall be known 
No fluctuation between pain and peace, 
But infinite variety of joy. 
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GIFTS. 

Who loves not gifts? They speak to us of love, 
The giver's friendly thought for us they prove, 
Our pressing needs perchance his pity move, 
And so he gives. 

He ponders well our wishes and our aims, 
Our taste his generous attention claims, 
And his own mind he by his gift proclaims. 
We know him thus. 

No payment sought beyond love's glad response, 
Say, do we meet such gifts with nonchalance? 
Rather, we stretch the hand and take at once. 
And speak our thanks. 

A gift of value,— oh, what joy it brings ! 
We class it with our choicest, dearest things. 
And a full sense of ownership upsprings 
Within our hearts. 

A trifle given with a smile we take. 
And prize it for the kindly giver^s sake. 
And readily acknowledgment we make 
With gratitude. 

Oh, friends ! the gift of which I fain would tell 
Is yours, is mine, it fits our longings well, 
God gave His Son — a, gift imspeakable — 
Let us give thanks. 
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BUTTEKFUES. 

They flit about on fairest days, 
Bright, beautiful and free, 

With not a pain or anxious thought 
To check their buoyant glee. 

But never will they brave a storm 
Or face a threatening ill, 

They never dream of good to do. 
Or duty to fulfil. 

How idle, useless, might we deem 

Their pleasurable lot, 
But would we banish butterflies 

Because they feed us not ? 



DKEAMS. 

They come to us oft when the shades are deep. 

And our voices are silent and hushed in sleep ; 

Glad, fairy-Hke visions of all things bright 

Frequent the dark hours of the calm midnight, 

And lift from our senses the veil that parts 

The things that we love from our yearning hearts. 

At Hberty over all lands we roam. 

Then are in a moment again at home. 

And our loved ones return from each distant place 

And clasp us once more in a fond embrace, 

And others fling from them the grave's fast chain, 

And gladden our hearts with their light again ; 

But we rise in the mom from our haunted bed, 

And sigh to discover our dreams have fled. 

And then in the daylight, with open eyes, 
What beautiful visions before us rise ! 
We dream of delights that may lie in store. 
More deep than we ever have known before ; 
We picture ourselves near a flower-clad field. 
Where the blossoms all manner of fragrance yield, 
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And think soon to enter and cull the flowers, 
And to pass 'mid its beauty our joyous hours, 
But nearing we find the mirage has fled, 
That a withering blight o'er our hopes has spread. 
And we know we have had but a waking dream, 
And our pictures of joy are not what they seem. 

But one blissful vision comes o'er and o'er, 

And ever more vivid than e'er before ; 

It comes in the hush of the silent night, 

It comes when the life-teeming noon is bright. 

In our separate haunts, 'mid the busy throng, 

When we tremble with fear, when our hearts are strong ; 

There rises before us a city fair, 

Where the sun is ne'er shadowed with clouds of care. 

With walls all of jasper, and streets of gold, 

With portals of pearl, and with wealth unix>ld ; 

And One with His glory lights all around. 

And blesses the throngs that His throne surround, 

Encircles each brow with a victor's- crown. 

And in token of worship they cast it down. 

No frown on their forehead, no tear-dimmed eye, 

They utter no murmur, they heave no sigh ; 

But we hear, as it were from an angel-band. 

Sweet snatches of song in that far-off land. 

Then we dream that we see on that golden floor 

The faces of some we have seen before. 

And we picture ourselves in the glorious scene 

Gazing full on the light, with no veil between. 

Is it only a dream ? Shall we wake at mom 

To find it like others that are earth-bom? 

Will its glory grow pale like the simset-glow ? 

May we only in fancy that rapture know 1 

Oh ! tremble we not though the mom shall break. 

And we from our dream of delight shall wake ; 

'Twill be but to find that the shades have fled. 

And the substance of glory is left instead. 

And more bright will it be, more enchanting, more dear 

Than aught that we ever have pictured here. 

Oh, tremble we not ! Be it only our care 

To be clad in the robe that the ransoTded ^^^x\ 
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"UNDER A CLOUD." 

Awed our spirits, our tones are betted, 
As we think of a tempest nigh ; 

Clouds unnumbered have congregated. 
Blotting from us the azure sky. 

Yet we welcome the noontide shading, 
Parched the earth and it longs for rain ; 

Roads are dusty, and flowers are fading, 
Drought is threatened, and men complain. 

Still more darkly the storm-cloud thickens. 
Earth with sky in a deep gloom blends. 

Roars the thunder, the lightning quickens, 
Down with fury the rain descends. 

Clearer shining ere long resulteth. 
Earth awakes from its languid sloth. 

Nature now in new hope exulteth. 
Drooping blossoms resume their growth. 

Thus we need that life's clouds steal o'er us. 
So come irksomeness, doubt and dread ; 

Darkly loometh the path before us. 
Strife is round us, and gloom overhead. 

Failure cometh, and desolation. 
Pain, disaster, oppressive care. 

Till a climax of tribulation 

Brings the utmost that we can bear. 

Lo ! it passes ; and fruit is yielded. 
As the furnace gives back the gold. 

Oh, the power that the trial wielded ! 
Oh, the ending in joy untold ! 
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Hail the glorious sun, unfailing, 

Spite of tempests and earth-bom douds ! 

Welcome, too, to the dismal veiling 
That oft from us its splendour shrouds ! 

Welcome hours of supremest gladness ! 

Welcome discipline stem and rude ! 
Welcome chastening hours of sadness ! 

All together shall work for good. 

Till no longer the clouds are needed. 
Till all harvests are safely stored. 

Till yon sun shall be superseded 
By the majesty of the Lord. 



"GO, BURY THY SORROW." 

They are so precious to us, earth's sweet joys. 
But oh, they fade, they die, and then, ah, then, 
They are sore sorrows, we must bury them. 
Hide them away so that they be not seen. 
Or they will soon become offensive things 
To all around. Then, though our buried griefs 
Be evidenced by grave-mounds in the hfe 
That tell all silently of anguish deep, 
Well is it that, like grass on graves will grow 
Peace evergreen, and we may plant thereon 
Love's fairest flowers, and see them flourishing. 
And we may raise enduring monum^its 
Inscribed with words of resurrection hope ; 
While ever in our hearts sure mercies stand 
Like waving trees above our moumfulness. 

Our cemeteries should be beautiful; 
So may the living walk among the tombs 
With chastened gladness, reading even there 
Of Hving joys that ne'er shall buried be. 
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IN THE TWILIGHT. 

Wait awhile ere ye fasten the shutters, 
Put the book and the needlework by, 

While the lingering crimson of sunset 
Still brightens the western sky. 

Wait awhile, till the golden-fringed cloudlets 

Melt into the deepening grey, 
And come, let us sit by the window 

And watch the light waning away. 

Oh ! pleasant it is in the twilight 
To live our young lives o'er again, 

To recall the glad days of our childhood. 
Days chequered with scarcely a pain. 

To enter once more the old homestead 
That rang with our wild shouts of glee, 

Again to embrace our fond mother. 
To cHmb on our father's strong knee. 

Then to ramble away to the meadows 
Or into the woodland's green bowers, 

To wreathe our young heads with fresh garlands 
Of fragrant and beautiful flowers. 

And sweet to exult in the gladness 
Wherewith even now we are blessed. 

And still to look on to the future 
For more than we ever possessed. 

But oh ! sweetest joy of the twilight 

To leave all of earth far behind, 
To climb the delectable mountains, 

Some glimpses of heaven to find. 

Wait awhile, ere ye fasten the shutters. 
And 'mid the last shadows of day. 

Let us seek for some streaks of the glory 
That never shall vanish away. 
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MEMORIES. 

Shall we sing, or shall we weep 
As life's memories we keep ? 
For so varied is the store 
That we ponder o'er and o'er, 
And who can results appraise 
Of events of bygone days 1 
Days when life seemed perfect simshine, 
Not a cloud that we could tell, 
Days when life seeemd utter darkness 
That no mom could e'er dispel. 
Sunny simimer bHss has been 
Smitten by an anguish keen ; 
Dreary days of doubt and dread 
Have brought bright surprise instead ; 
Swift have followed smiles and tears 
All along the circling years. 

Memories ! memories ! how they gather 
Around everything we know, 
Keeping fresh the long ago, 
Lengthening out our joy, our woe, 
Whether we desire or no — 
Are we fain to have it so. 
Or would we such thought forego, 

Choosing blank obHvion rather? . 

Never, never can we smother 
Memories of father, mother. 
Memories of sister, brother. 
Memories of many another ; 
Memories of vanished faces^ 
Memories of altered places. 
Memories of sin and sadness, 
Memories of good and gladness, 
Memories of sweet successes, 
Memories of dire distresses^ 
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Memories of plans defeated, 

Memories of hopes repeated, — 

What tmnultuous thoughts they bring ! 

Shall we weep, or shall we sing? 
* * * * 

Ah ! one remembrance shines above 
All that we know of chequered lif d , 
A mighty one has come in love, 
And for our sakes endured its strife ; 
Endured a strife beyond all thought, 
And our salvation fully wrought; 
And out of sight e'en now He stands. 
Blending all changes for our good, 
And what He fxiUy understands 
By us shall soon be imderstood. 
Then, nevermore shall there be pain. 
And nevermore shall there be night, 
But every good shall live again. 
And life shall be unshadowed light. 

And so we banish all regret 

For grief that we would not forget ; 

And so we silence every fear, 

And so with memories drear and dear 

Such wondrous, glorious hopes we twine. 

So glad, so sure, because divine. 

And we will sing as best we may. 

Till dawns for us that cloudless day. 
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LILIES. 

Well do we know them ; are they not most fair ? 
Is not their loveliness all unsurpassed? 
From the varieties so bold and grand 
Planted and cherished with man's tenderest care 
To the most common garden specimen 
That half -unheeded grows in cottage plot, 
What is there in the kingdoms of the world 
That can outvie their evanescent charms? 

How wondrously they grow ! It is not long 
Since they were nought but roots in a dry ground 
Without or form, or comeliness, or power 
To fashion their own glory ; and frail man 
Must needs cease from the utmost he can do, 
And impotently leave them to their fate. 
Yet, while he disregards and takes his rest, 
They spring up silently, he knows not how. 
First comes a peep of green, expanding soon 
Into prophetic leafage, till at length 
The beauteous, complex flowers in clusters bloom. 

To such fair flowers He pointed. He who spake 

As spake none other ; He interpreted 

For us their precious import, bade them bear 

Eloquent witness to a Father's love. 

Teach profound lessons of the mind of God, 

And speak of life and growth Beyond their own. 

And promise food and raiment, and proclaim 

Vast stores of wealth for our incessant need. 

And set our anxious questionings at rest. 

Yet deeper far our need than aught of earth 
Can ever satisfy ; more helpless we 
Than words can utter, naked, cold, and faint. 
Raiment we crave, and food, and all our toil 
Is vain our spirit-yearning to appease. 
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What troubled thoughts arise ! What fearful dread 

Of bankruptcy and death ! Where can we look for help ? 

Listen we yet again. The lilies breathe 

Sweet, restful hope into our fretful souls : 

" Why take ye thought for raiment ? God hath clothed 

The fading flowers, and much more will He clothe 

Thee with His own fair robe of righteousness. 

One stainless flower hath blossomed ; from His death 

Thy life-germ is derived, and thou may'st be 

Implanted in His kingdom, nurtured, fed. 

And bathed in the warm simlight of His grace, 

So thou grow to His likeness, fily-f air, 

All perfect through His comeliness, though yet 

Though know'st not how, or what, such bliss may be. 

Commit thou then thy way unto the Lord, 

Trust, too, in Him, who shall bring it to pass ; 

Appropriate all thankfully His gifts. 

For with His life and kingdom they are thine." 

Oh ! for the quelling of all vague alarms. 
For the assurance of a Father's care,' 
For strong, unfailing comfort in distress, 
For the investiture of all that fades 
With glowing truth and interest divine. 
For happy inspiration, finding here 
Earnests of glory yet to be revealed. 
Pass we not heedlessly the lilies by. 
Let us consider them ! 
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INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 

From the distant east do ye think to span 
To the farthest west of the shoreless sky? 

And those wistful eyes, do they hope to scan 
To the utmost bound of the light on high? 

Can ye tell the weight of the giant hill 

Bound whose lofty summit the cloudlets roll ? 

Can ye glance and see in the tiny rill 

Its deep fountain head, and its ocean goal ? 

Have ye power to hold in that slender hand 
The immense expanse of the vast, deep sea? 

Can ye count the grains of its circling sand ? 
Can ye coimt its numerous tenantry ? 

Can ye grasp the truth in its perfect force 
Of an omnipresent, almighty Friend, 

An eternal God, of all life the source. 
Himself ne'er having a source, or end ? 

Can ye comprehend, in its depth and height, 
The unmeasured love of the Lord the King, 

That defies all knowledge, all reason's might. 
Yet that speaks and echoes in everything ? 

Ah ! not now ! not here ! yet not vain, not lost 
Are those earnest yearnings for truth and love ; 

Ye may taste e'en now, and, life's Jordan crossed. 
Ye may know in full in the realms above. 
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EMMANUEL. 
(I, John V. 20.) 

The Son of Gk)d is come ! 

Lo ! the great Father by His Son hath spoken, 
Yea, He hath sent Him to us, His love token ; 
And He, the brightness of the Father's glory, 
With gladness came ! — oh marvellous love-story ! — 
Came to accomplish all the Father's will, 
And all the law and prophets to fulfil; 
Came for our lost world fully to atone. 
And a fair bride to purchase for His own; — 
This, this is the true God ! 

The Son of God is come ! 

Emmanuel is bom of himian mother. 
He took our nature and became our brother, 
God-attributes in sweet proportion blending, 
His perfect life His Father's truth commending ; 
Infinite love, might, wisdom He revealed, 
And none in vain for pity e'er appealed ; 
And oh ! the miracles that He achieved. 
While 'mid admiring crowds but few beheved ; — 
This, this is the true God ! 

The Son of God is come ! 

God's precious gift, long promised, long expected; 
He came, and lo ! He was despised, rejected, 
A man of sorrows, and with grief acquainted, 
Bearing our sin, Himself by sin imtainted; 
Then, as the climax to His constant pain. 
By sinners He was crucified and slain. 
And yet for this, for this the Saviour came. 
Well knowing what awaited Him of shame. 
And this is the true God ! 
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The Son of God is come ! 

And He hath died. But from death's fast-barred prison, 
A conqueror triumphant He hath risen, 
Risen for ever, and He hath ascended 
Unto His Gk)d, His grief in glory ended. 
Gone for a little, to return ere long 
By myriad sainte attended, a glad throng ; 
Ay, in His glory to return again 
To gather all His own with Him to reign. 
iSiis, this is the true God ! 

The Son of God is come ! 

Our joyous love and reverence demanding. 
And He hath given us an imderstanding 
To know the TYuth, the Centre of all blessing, 
Whom knowing, we all fulness are possessing ; 
For God hath come e'en to our inmost hearts 
And pardon, comfort, strength, hope. He imparl s. 
Oh, service sweet ! oh, boundlessness of bliss ! 
What true delight can be compared with this 1 
For this is the true God ! 

The Son of God is come ! 

Faithful and true is our divine Creator, 
Faithful and true our loving Mediator, 
Gracious and merciful for all our sinning. 
Loving us to the end from the beginning. 
Tell out this gospel- joy so simply grand, 
Send the good tidings to each needy land, 
From east to west ring out God's mighty call, 
The truth, the invitation is for all 
From the true, faithful God ! 
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REST. 

(Matthew xi, 28,) 

Ah ! this is what I need, Lord, 
Is it indeed for me? — 
Rest for the heavy-laden, 
May such come unto Thee? 

Is it for me to-day, Lord? 
May I come now to Thee ? 
Just as I am, so sinful. 
Charged with iniquity ? 

So restless, toil-worn, weary. 
So full of pain and care, — 
May I bring all my burden. 
Assured that Thou wilt bear? 

I take Thy word, Lord Jesus, 
I will not stay to doubt ; 
Thou, Thou art what I long for, 
And Thou wilt not cast out. 

I take the rest, Thou givest 
And eased is all my pain, 
A wondrous peace steals o'er me. 
Clear shining after rain. 

And yet a rest remaineth, 
A perfect, endless rest; — 
I thank Thee, oh my Saviour, 
Oh ! truly I am blest ! 
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" COME ! " 

(John vi. 37,) 

Jesus is calling thee, 

List, to His voice; 
Great gifts He offers thee. 

Take and rejoice ! 

Come for the pardon free. 
Bought by His blood ! 

Come and be reconciled 
Unto thy God ! 

Come, and accept the peace 
That He hath brought ! 

Come for the righteousness 
That He hath wrought ! 

Come for eternal life 

So fully given! 
Come to be perfected. 

Made meet for heaven! 

Come, find in Him all truth. 
Wisdom, and grace; 

All His rare promises 
Gladly embrace ! 

Come for a new, clean heart, 

And in His name. 
The Spirit's mighty power 

Trustingly claim ! 

Come unto Him for rest, 
Cease from thy care, 

Roll it upon thy Lord, 
For He will bear ! 

Come ! He will heal thy woes, 

Whate'er they be; 
He knoweth each; and He 

Will comfort thee. 
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Come ! and thy every want 

He will supply ; 
Come thou ! and all good things 

Moneyless buy. 

Come unto Him for love 

Faithful and true ! 
Come for the strength wherewith 

He will e^due. 

Come for the joy that words 

Cannot express ! 
Come ! for no other friend 

Like Him can bless. 

Come for the Hving bread, 

For water pure, 
For the sustaining meat 

That shall endure ! 

Come for the hght of life. 

Bask in its beams ! 
Come for reality, 

Ending thy dreams ! 

Glory hath He that thou 

Canst not conceive; 
Yet sweet, rich foretaste now 

Thou shall receive. 

Where canst thou find such bhss 

Apart from Him? 
Come ! take these priceless gifts ! 

Come imto Him ! 

The Spirit and the Bride 

Bid thee to come. 
Come, and be satisfied ! 

Come ! Come ! oh come ! 
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" ASK, AND IT SHALL BE GIVEN YOU." 

Thou hast given, oh, gracious Saviour, a promise for ever 
new, 
That whatever Thy children ask Thee, Thy bountiful hand 
will give; 
It seems such a wondrous blessing, may we certainly deem it 
true? 
Have we only to tell Thee our wishes, and from Thee the 
boon receive 1 

Yea, such is Thy word of promise, and shall we dishonour 
Thee 
By caUing Thy truth in question, by doubting Thee, oh our 
Lord? 
Ah ! no ! let us rather trust Thee, and, bringing our wants to 
Thee, 
Prove the depth of Thy loving f aithf uhiess, and the power 
of Thy mighty word. 

We will come with our sin and frailty, and ask Thee the load 
to bear; 
We will come with our care and sorrow, and seek for Thy 
sweet repose; 
We wiU come with our fear to Thy footstool, and trustingly 
leave it there ; 
We will come with our wants and our wishes to the Source 
whence all happiness flows. 

Oh, fulness of every blessing ! Oh, Fountain of peace and 
love! 
Oh, Lord of all power and wisdom ! Oh, Centre of joy 
and rest ! 
To Thee in our deep need coming for all that we long to 
prove. 
How can we be sad or weary 1 How can we be aught but 
blest? 



46 



REDEEMED. 

Hedeemed ! redeemed ! oh, word of truest gladness 
To the chained captive and the exiled slave I 

Redeemed ! oh, captives in sin's crushing sadness, 
To you is come that joy-word : Christ doth save ! 

Redeemed with blood from every tribe and nation 
By the eternal Lord, the Christ of God I 

Redeemed from sin, and from its condemnation, 
From death, and bondage, and each weary load ! 

Redeemed to God, to righteousness, and favour. 
Redeemed to hberty and joyous life ! 

Redeemed to reign triumphant with the Saviour 
Beyond all possibihty of strife. 

Christ hath redeemed us in His love and pity 
To be His own possession evermore, 

To share the splendour of His royal city, 
And its immensity of bliss explore ! 

Oh, Thou, who hast our ransom-price expended, 
Entered our prison-cell and set us free. 

Our base captivity for ever ended, 

Our blest Redeemer, we give thanks to Thee. 

We take with gratitude and humble wonder 
The great redemption Thou hast died to give ; 

Now from henceforth may nothing ever sunder 
Our hearts from Thee as long as we shall live. 

This, then, shall give the key-note of our praises 
When heaven reveals the fulness of that word. 

When the great multitude its paean upraises, 
Thou hast redeemed us, oh Thou loving Lord ! 
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" GIVEN." 

Write it o'er all that we now enjoy, 

Write it distinctly—" Given " ; 
For each glad possession is sent from above, 
From the glorious God 'tis a token of love, 

A gift from the Lord of heaven. 

Write it o'er every beautiful thing. 

Write it o'er every power, 
Common, or special, or great, or small. 
An omnipotent God hath appointed it all, 

Each boon is a Father's dower. 

Given the earth to the children of men. 

Given its varied store. 
Given the sun for our daily light, 
Given the moon to illume the night. 

And the stars to brighten us more. 

Given the free, circumambient air. 

Given the soft, cool showers. 
Plentiful sustenance day by day. 
Water, and bread, and delights alway, 

And exuberant growth of flowers. 

Given all strength, or of life, or limb. 

Given each heritage fair. 
All that is lovely in form or face. 
All that in movement is marked by grace, 

Given each talent rare. 

Given each faculty, subtle, keen. 

Given thoughts noble and deep. 
Given instruction, discretion and health. 
Given the power to accumulate wealth. 
Given calm rest and sleep. 
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Given the solace of human love, 

Given all sjrmpathy sweet, 
Pity, compassion, and tender cheer. 
Home and companions and kindred dear, 

And Gospel for sinners meet. 

Given a Saviour, God's own loved Son, 

And gifts He received for men, 
Given His Spirit to comfort and guide. 
With us, and in us, for aye to abide. 

With blessings beyond our ken. 

Given His wonderful Word of truth. 

Given His sabbaths of rest. 
Given His laws for our surest gain, 
Given the wisdom that can make plain 

The secrets of His behest. 

Given repentance, and pardon, and peace, 

Given remission of sin, 
Given the faith to appropriate all. 
Given the right upon God to call. 

And gracious replies to win. 

Given a blessed and lively hope. 

Given unspeakable joy. 
Given repose amid all earth's strife. 
Crowned with the gift of eternal life 

That never shall know alloy. 

Given rich earnests of larger bliss 

Than any we yet have guessed, 
Bliss that can never in words be told. 
That never, ah ! never, in mortal mould 

Can possibly be compressed. 

Passing and perishing some good gifts. 

Yet are the gifts renewed, 
E'en though they may perish the Giver still lives, 
And in His beneficence lovingly gives 

To all things with life endued. 



49 

To the rebellious, the evil and good, 

He giveth in wondrous grace ; 
He showereth His favours on just and unjust, 
His choicest He pours upon all who trust, 

On all who will seek His face. 

Covet we earnestly God's best gifts. 

Come we behind in nought ; 
Richly He giveth, upbraiding us not. 
Incessantly giveth, maintaining our lot, 

He giveth all blessing sought. 

Praise we the Giver, our Lord, our Love, 

For bounties so free, so great ; 
All things are more precious as His good gifts, 
Most blessed are we as His love uplifts 

E'en us to His high estate. 



" THAT THEY ALL MAY BE ONE." 

As numerous lines from varied distance drawn 
Meet in one common centre ; nearing that. 
Each nearing each more closely till at length 
They blend themselves in one : e'en so the hearts 
(No matter how diverse their origin) 
Whose love acknowledges one sovereign Lord 
Will, as they nearer live to Him they love. 
Draw nearer to each other, till at length, 
If not on earth, yet on a happier shore, 
Their every difference will be merged in Truth. 
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DELIVEEANCE. 

They stood upon the Red Sea coast 

In terror and dismay, 
Behind was Pharaoh's hostile host 

In threatening array, 
And at their feet the sea, wind-tossed, 

In awful grandeur lay. 

Oh, trial sore for pilgrim's faith ! 

Doth their Deliverer know? 
Hark ! for he speaks : Jehovah saith, 

" Let Israel forward go ! " 
Forward ? Sure there is certain death, 

And death to face the foe. 

But when at the Divine command 

Their leader lifts his rod, 
Lo ! the deep sea becomes dry land. 

Obedient to its God : 
With water-walls on either hand. 

Behold an easy road ! 

And through they pass triimiphantly ; 

Yet, ah ! there comes along, 
By that same pathway through the sea 

The feared Egyptian throng. 
How now, O Israel ! Must thine be 

The ruin shunned so long? 

Oh, why art thou so sore distrest? 

Shout, for the Lord hath slain 
Thy mighty foes ; see, where they rest 

Beneath the surging main. 
Whose waves at the Divine behest 

Roll to their place again. 
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Lord, when to such a strait our feet 
In trembling fear are led, 

Cut off behind from all retreat, 
By terrors met ahead. 

When Thy command that we proceed 
Does but increase our dread. 

Come, and afresh to us relate 
The wonders Thou hast wrought, 

And let the tale our fears abate, 
Let our sad hearts be taught 

Still patiently for Thee to wait. 
And trust Thee as we ought. 

Open a path amid the sea 
And put our doubt to shame, 

Let us Thy full salvation see. 
And triuifiph in Thy name. 

Then may Thy praise our business bo, 
Thy glory all our aim. 
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THE PKOMISE. 

(Joel a. 28, 29 ; Luke x^civ. 49 ; Acts i. 4; Acts ii. 33; 

Luke xi. 13 J 

Pour out Thy Spirit on us, Lord, 

Else are we far from Thee, 
Hearing of Thee we know Thee not. 

Seeing we cannot See. 
Pour out Thy Spirit, oh our God, 

Of Him to testify 
Who came to bring us light and life. 

And Thee to glorify. 

Pour out Thy Spirit, else in us 

The law of sin hath sway, 
We cannot please Thee, and alone 

We know not how to pray. 
Pour out Thy Spirit ; make us thus 

For Thy true service meet ; 
Consecrate us, and bring us nigh 

To worship at Thy feet. 

Pour out Thy Spirit, else our hearts 

Lack every heavenly grace, 
And all emotion is impure. 

Despicable and base. 
But He shall shed abroad Thy love 

And fill our souls with peace, 
And hope and gladness shall abound. 

And wisdom shall increase. 

Pour out Thy Spirit, else our aims 

Will be all mean and low, 
And nought of our blest heritage 

Can we conceive or know. 
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But by His energy inspired 

We mount on eagles' wings* 
And every longing and desire 

To that glad goal upsprings. 

Pour out Thy Spirit, or life's cares 

WiU make us weak and faint, 
And our chief utterance will be 

A weary, sad complaint. 
But, with His comfort satisfied. 

Even in darkest days. 
We shall exult in liberty, 

And turn all woes to praise. 

Pour out Thy Spirit, else Thy word 

WiU be a fountain sealed. 
For by none other can its stores 

Of glory be revealed. 
But His illuminating power 

Its treasures shall unfold. 
And all rejoicingly shall we 

Deep, wondrous things behold. 

PoTU" out Thy Spirit, or in vain 

We seek TTby truth to teach. 
No mind can we convince, no heart 

Can our weak influence reach. 
But by Thy Spirit shall Thy word 

Run swiftly and abide, 
And He shall clothe it with all power, 

So it be glorified. 

Pour out Thy Spirit, Lord, on those 

For whom we fondly plead. 
On Thy whole church, on those who serve. 

On all who are in need. 
Pour it upon our own dear land^ 

And on the whole wide world ; 
Lord, let Thy blessed kingdom come, 

Thy banner be unfurled. 
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Pour out Thy Spirit, that we all 

In all Thy grace may share ; 
Is not Thy special promise this ? 

This is our special prayer. 
We ask Thee in Thy dear Son's name, 

Pour out Thy Spirit, Lord, 
That Thou to earth's remotest end 

May'st be by all adored. 
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"ANOTHER COMFORTER." 
(John xiv, 16-26,) 

Oh God, the Holy Spirit ! 

Oh Legacy of Christ ! 
Oh Gift of God the Father ! 

Oh Blessedness unpriced ! 
Oh Spring of life eternal! 

Oh living, loving. Dower ! 
Oh heavenly Inspiration ! 

Show forth in us Thy power. 

Oh Herald of salvation! 

Oh Harbinger of rest ! 
Oh Earnest of redemption, 

SeaHng us God-possessed ! 
Oh gracious Hope-instiller ! 

Oh Comforter imique ! 
Oh Liberty-bestower ! 

Thine influence we seek. 

Oh sanctifying Spirit ! 

Oh Fount of righteousness ! 
Oh G<xi, the sole B^etter 

Of love, and joy, and peace ! 
Oh Root of aU longsuffering. 

Gentleness, goodness, faith ! 
Oh Source of meekness, temperance ! 

Transform us by Thy breath. 

Oh infinite Revealer ! 

Oh Witness of the Lord ! 
Oh bountiful Dispenser 

Of the all glorious Word ! 
Oh true, imerring Teacher ! 

Remembrancer and Guide ! 
Oh urgent Litercessor! 

In us for aye abide. 
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Ob Light all-penetrating! 

Oh Flame unquenchable ! 
Oh, Wind unseen, but forceful ! 

Oh Strength invincible ! 
Oh Minister of glory ! 

Work in us all Thy will, 
Use for us all Thy functions, 

Our hearts enlarge and fill. 

So fill us with Thy fulness 

That we must needs outpour 
Glad streams of living water 

To widen more and more. 
Yea, flow through us blest Spirit, 

And so to others give 
Thy vivifying blessing 

That they may drink and live. 

Oh Thou whom we rely on 

To make our bhss secure. 
To make all grace effective. 

All promise to ensure! 
Thou marvellous Provision 

For heaven to make us meet ! 
Join with the Son and Father 

Redemption to complete ! 
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"LOVE ... AS I HAVE LOVED." 

(John xiii. 34, S5.) 

Fain would I love as Thou hast done, 
My Saviour and my Lord; 

Thee would I love for all the love 
Thou hast on me outpoured. 

Fain would I love as Thou hast loved 

Thine own dear family, 
Thy friends. Thy brethren, fellow-heirs, 

Those who are one with Thee. 

Fain would I love as Thou hast loved 

The evil and the good. 
And make Thy love to all around 

More fully understood. 

How didst Thou sjnnpathise and bless, 

And minister alway ! 
Then unto death Thou lovedst. Lord; — 

Let me so love, I pray. 

How can it be ? This earth-bound heart 

Is selfish, dull, and cold ; 
My impotence. My worthlessness 

Cannot in words be told. 

Nor can words tell the perfectness 

To which I would attain; 
To be like Thee, to love as TTiou, — 

This height how can I gain? 



68 



Oh ! not all hopelessly I long 
To grow somewhat like ^ee : 

With the command Thou dost provide 
All possibihty. 

Thy Spirit can the work achieve, 

And form my heart anew, 
Implant and nourish love divine, 

And every sin subdue. 

Beyond all thought then let there brood 

O'er me Thy holy Dove; 
Yea, fill me with Thy fulness. Lord, 

To work in me such love. 
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"HE TOUCHED HEM.'^ 

(Luke V. 13. J , 

Lord, didst Thou touch him 1 — that polluted one 
From whom all others shrank as from a curse 
Whose very sight defiled them ! Thou mightst speak 
And make the leper whole ; but yet Thy love, 
Thy tender pity prompted Thee to touch 
The loathsome object, and at once the plague 
Departed from him, and a new, sweet life 
Throbbed in his veins, and he was Med with joy. 

Lord, didst Thou touch us? knowing as Thou didst 
No health was in us ; but from head to foot 
Deep wounds and bruises, putrefying sores 
Made us all loathsome in Thy holy sight ! 
Didst Thou assume the nature that our guilt 
Had so defiled, that Thou mightst win the right 
To cleanse us and restore us unto life ! 
Yea, didst Thou take our sin upon Thyself, 
And bear our curse, avert our fearful doom, 
And give us ground for hope ! And dost Thou now 
Extend Thy healing touch to all who ask 
Of Thee for pardon, purity, and peace ? 
Dost Thou send forth Thy Spirit in their hearts 
Calling God, Abba, Father ? Are they then 
Heirs of His Kingdom, fellow-heirs with Thee? 

Oh miracle of grace, 'tis even so ! 

Such wondrous love is Thine, such wondrous power. 

Thou canst. Thou wilt, thus bless ! Ah, yes, we know 

If one be standing in our midst to-day 

Bemoaning that foul leprosy whose curse 

Has tainted every scion of our race. 

Thou, Lord, art also here with still the power 

And still the will to touch him and to heal. 

Touch him, oh Lord, touch him and make him whole, 

Restore him to Thine image, and bestow 
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The thousand joys that follow in the train 
Of that first, best of blessings. Ay, and those 
Whom once Thy hand hath touched oh touch again 
And yet again when fresh plague spots appear, 
Purge out all evil. Lord, from every one, 
That washed and purified by Thine own hand 
We may be meet to dwell in Thine own heaven. 

And grant that we a lesson, too, may learn 

From Thy great condescension. Now, so oft 

It is Thy purpose that Thy servants be 

The bearers of Thy messages of love 

To those who ask for healing at Thy hand. 

This honour, then, this privilege we seek ; 

We would do good, we would devote to Thee 

The strength of all our life, we would go forth 

With the glad tidings of Thy saving grace 

To those uncertain of Thy light and love. 

Let us then learn from Thee, who stooped so low. 

To lay aside all thought of pride or scorn, 

To love the outcast, and to lay our hand 

In soothing tenderness upon His arm, 

And seek to draw him unto Thee, that Thou, 

The Great Physician, mayst put forth Thy hand, 

And touch, and make him whole. 
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" THY GOD HATH COMMANDED THY STRENGTH." 
"HE . . . GIVETH STRENGTH." 

(Psalm Ixviii. 28-35,) 

Be strong ! Be strong ! 

Thy God commandeth thee. 
He wills thy blessedness 
Through gladness or distress, 
No wavering heart be thine, 
Despair not, nor repine. 
But ever fearless be, 
Be strong ! Be strong ! 

Be strong ! Be strong ! 
Alas ! how can it be ? 

So bowed are we with sin. 
So clogged, without, within. 
So faint are we, so frail. 
Heart, nerve, endeavour fail, 
Ah, then ! howe'er can we 
Be strong, yea strong ? 

Be strong ! Be strong ! 

Still the word comes to thee. 
True aU thy sad lament. 
True thou art impotent, 
And thy Lord knows it well. 
Knows more than thou can'st tell ; 
Yet still He saith to thee. 
Be strong ! Be strong ! 

Be strong ! Be strong ! 
For oh ! the Lord is He 

Who giveth His own power, 
A gracious, God-like dower ; 
He will renew thy strength 
Throughout thy journey's length ; 
Blessed for aye be He ! 
Be strong ! Be strong ! 
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Be strong ! Be strong ! 
Thy God commandeth thee. 
His Son thy peace is made, 
Given His Spirit's aid ; 
Then wait, oh, wait on Him, 
Ne'er let thy faith grow dim ; 
But in His energy 
Be strong ! Be strong ! 

Be strong ! Be strong ! 
Strong in thy weakness be ! 

Strong in His matchless might, 
Strong for all good and right. 
Strong for all love and hope. 
Strong with all ill to cope, 
Strong in humihty. 
Be strong ! Be strong ! 

Be strong ! Be strong ! 
Let feeble hand and knee 
Venture to do and dare, 
Take up the cross and bear ; 
Tlirough Christ thou mayst be sure 
To conquer and endure. 
And His true servant be. 
Be strong ! Be strong ! 

Be strong ! Be strong ! 
Stronger and stronger be ! 

With cleansed hands and heart 
Acting a witness' part ; 
Using the Master's strength, 
Until thou come at length 
All perfectly to be 
Made strong ; yea, strong ! 
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"IT IS NOT VAIN." 

It is not vain to live ! 
God formed thee to show forth His wondrous praise, 
He hath redeemed thy hf e, His triumphs raise ! 
Now to His glory throughout all thy days 

Live ! for it is not vain ! 

It is not vain to hope ! 
Sure promises illume hfe's changeful way, 
For every night there dawns a certain day. 
And soon shall night for ever pass away, 

Hope ! for it is not vain ! 

It is not vain to trust ! 
God knows, and cares, and can supply all need. 
Thy varied himger He will fuUy feed, 
Boll off all care ; He satisfies indeed ; 

Trust ! for it is not vain ! 

It is not vain to pray ! 
What hath prayer wrought in every age gone by ! 
How hath it called down succour from on high ! 
And God still hears His people when they cry. 

Pray ! for it is not vain ! 

It is not vain to love ! 
God loveth thee, and He desires thy love. 
And asks of thee thy love to Him to prove 
By love like His to all who hve and move. 

Love ! for it is not vain ! 

It is not vain to serve ! 
There is no surer and no higher joy. 
Crowned is all effort in the Lord's employ. 
Labour for God nothing can e'er destroy, 

Serve ! for it is not vain ! 

All without God is vain ! 
But in His blessing thou art surely blest, 
Oh, put His promises to keenest test. 
And more and more thou shalt find cause to rest, — 

Life cannot thus be vain ! 
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FORETASTES. 

It was but a few hours of spring's early gladness, 
Borne over the land on the zephyr's soft wing, 

But we gave them our welcome, and knew that earth's 
sadness 
Was waning, and summer new pleasures would bring. 

It was but a moment that after long dulness 

The sunlight gleamed forth through the rift in the cloud, 
But it bade us hope on, till the sun in his fulness 

Should shine and put from him his ciunbersome shroud. 

It was but a bud that had scarcely imf olded, 

When frost-winds swept by and it withered away, 

But it came as a token of thousands yet folded, 
Whose leaves should expand on a not distant day. 

It was but a bird's lonely note ere the dawning 
Had streaked the dull sky with its roseate flush, 

But we knew it a prelude of song in the morning. 

When earth should be gladdened with music's full gush. 

It was but an hour of enraptured communion. 

Then cares pressed aroimd and the transport had fled, 

But new earnest it gave of eternal reunion. 
With Him whom we hail as our glorious Head. 
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"WE LOVE HIM BECAUSE HE FIRST LOVED 

US." (I. John iv. 19.) 

" FREELY YE HAVE RECEIVED, FREELY GIVE." 

(Matthew x. 8.) 

We love Him, the great Lover of our souls. 

With true, deep love, — ^what can we do but love ? 

For He hath so loved us that He hath given 

His best for us, His only, much-loved Son, 

And with Him all good things. So hath He stilled 

Our craving restlessness and given us peace ; 

So hath He drawn us closely to Himself, 

Enfolded us with mercy, circled us 

With gifts outmeasuring our large desires ; 

And from our bitter, but deserved woes 

He doth evolve serenest happiness. 

And above all that yet our hearts have proved 

He hath implanted wondrous hopes, which stretch 

Beyond earth's narrow hmits into years 

That have no ending, space that knows no bound, 

And bliss yet unconceived. 

We love indeed, 
And thus to love is joy unspeakable. 
But oh ! how feeble is our best response 
To God's inspiring love ! How cold our hearts ! 
How languid is our highest, heartiest praise ! 
And oh, how selfishly we take our bliss ! 
Thousands there are who yearn for such a love. 
Yet know it not, and it is meant for them ; 
Others there are who blindly grope for hght. 
Who pine for comfort, yet know not its source. 
Who live in poverty, and slight this wealth. 
Who toil in vain, and spend their strength for nought. 
Who nothing understand of the sweet speU 
With which this love irradiates all life. 
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Oh, let us woo them to our loving One, 

And He will satisfy them too ! For free, 

Far-reaching, all comprising is His grace, 

And it is shed on us for wider ends^ 

And higher, holier, grander purposes 

Than we have ever guessed. Ah, then, as we 

So freely have received, so let us give ; 

And by the love wherewith God first loved us 

While stiU imloving, strengthless, and undone, 

Let us love others into loving too. 

So hnk be joined to hnk in that great chain. 

Which down the years transmits the love of Grod ! 

Father of love, forgive our lovelessness ! 

Forgive our selfishness, our hstlessness ! 

And, for Thine own sake, and Thy dear Son's sake, 

Into our spirits Thy free Spirit pour 

In measure limitless ! So stir our love. 

So stimulate our zeal, so give us power. 

And grace, and wisdom ; give us all we need 

To fit us to commend Thy precious love. 

And constrain others that great love to know. 
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PSALM XXTTI. 

The Lord my Shepherd is ; His love I know, 
For all I want on me He doth bestow. 
Nor thirst, nor himger shall I ever know, 
He feedeth me. 

From the fierce power of simamer*s noontide heat. 
He finds for me a cool and safe retreat. 
And in green pastures, beautiful and sweet. 
He resteth me. 

Then when I am refreshed He gently leads 
By still, clear waters through the widespread meads, 
To rich supply for all my varied needs, 
He guideth me. 

He knoweth well my readiness to stray 
Even from His most happy, hallowed way ; 
Yet He, when I so wander or delay, 
Restoreth me. 

He knoweth dangers everywhere abound, 
Knoweth what enemies my path surroimd ; 
Yet He, encompassing me all around, 
Protecteth me. 

Though shadows gather. He is ever near, 
And nought of evil need I ever fear ; 
He careth, and when all beside is drear, 
Comf orteth me. 

So good is He, He wondrously hath shed 
The oil of gladness on my sinful head. 
And such a feast of joy for me hath spread, 
He filleth me. 

Oh, blessed, blessed is it thus to be 
Sure of His mercy, from all heart-woe free. 
Sure that to His great fold for ever, He 
Will welcome me. 
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PSALM C. 

Praise ye the Lord, all ye dwellers on earth, 
Enter His presence with sanctified mirth ; 
Let each new morning His praises prolong, 
Serve Him with gladness and jubilant song. 

He is our Maker, His people we are ; 
He is our God, and our wants are His care ; 
In His green pastures He gives us to feed, 
'Tis He that satisfies all our deep need. 

Gladly and thankfully then let us come 
Unto the courts where He maketh His home 
There let us gather His mercy to tell, 
There let our praises exultingly swell. 

For He is good, and no time can efface 
E'en the least jot of His limitless grace ; 
Free is His mercy. His promise is sure. 
And to all ages His truth shall endure. 
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"SING PRAISES." 

(Psalm xlvii. 6.) 

Sing praises ye redeemed ones ! 'tis your God who bids you 

sing! 
Has He not given you life and light and every pleasant thing 1 
Has He not promised you ere long a home beyond the sky ? 
And can you then forbear to sing, His name to glorify ? 

What though your sun be sometimes hid as in a gloomy 

shroud, 
Ye know it stiU is shining on behind the darksome cloud ; 
And, though awhile all sad and drear, your present prospect 

seems, 
Yet soon again ye shall rejoice in its refreshing beams. 

Sing praises \ oh, sing praises ! not in an undertone, 

So that thy words of grateful joy be heard by you alone ; 

Sing with a loud and gladsome voice ! perchance your cheerful 

strain. 
May reach some mourning brother's ear, and make him sing 

again. 

Perchance it may be heard by one who scorns the God of 

grace. 
Who is the subject of your song, whose love you love to trace ; 
And he may think that if that God has given such joy to you, 
It may be well for him to seek His tender mercy, too. 

Sing praises ! for there is no work within this tearful land, 
And none in yonder heavenly fane so pleasant or so grand ; 
Earth's most melodious music, its most thrilling tales of joy, 
AU pale befors the lofty theme that should thy powers 
employ. 
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THE DEATH OF AARON. 

The veteran must die, the great High Priest, 
The chosen one of God ! He whom the Lord 
Had called to such high service now is called 
Meekly to lay it down. 

This is the man 
Who well nigh forty 7 ears before was sent 
Afar into the lonely Wilderness 
To meet his banished brother, hitherto 
So much debarred from him by circumstance 
That they scarce seemed as brothers. But they met 
With true and strong affection, Aaron heard 
Of Moses* high commission, learnt his own 
Appointed share therein, and they henceforth 
Were bound in closest brotherhood to do 
JehovaJi's bidding ; so today they shine 
As lustrous stars amid the galaxy 
Of noble spirits throughout every age. 
Unto the younger brother had God given 
The greater honour, and the greater care 
In freeing captive Israel from their woes 
In alien Egypt, and in leading them. 
Through difficulties, that to human power 
Seemed insurmountable, unto the land 
Long promised, long desired, so far away. 
And he should be to Aaron in God's stead, 
Aaron his eloquent spokesman to the king 
And to the multitude of Israel. 
And Aaron should uphold his brother's hands, 
And share his toils and burdens, and receive 
From him his own peculiar divine charge 
To be the High Priest of the Most High God, 
His chosen instrument in developing 
His everlasting purposes of love 
For that one nation, and for all mankind. 
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And Aaron's was a character of strength, 
Though alternate with weakness; his a hfe 
Of strange and marvellous vicissitudes : 
Bearing expressed distrust and discontent 
From those whom he was labouring to serve ; 
Sighing for their deep misery and despair ; 
SiSpering affliction with them ; but the while 
BeholdiQg Him Who is invisible, 
And with his brother acting in His might, — 
Confronting now the world's most potent king 
With calm, authoritative words, and stem 
Denunciation of his tyranny ; 
Then, at the king's command for miracle. 
And at God's word, casting his rod to earth 
And seeing it into a serpent change 
And swallowing up all other as a sign 
Of his true mission ; and (more wondrous still) 
CaUing forth fearful plagues on Israel's foes, 
Forcing from the proud king repentant words 
And meek entreaty (though so brief the mood). 
Till at the awful climax Pharaoh begged 
The captives to begone. 

Then, when again. 
Hardening his heart, he started in pursuit. 
And terrified afresh th'escaping host. 
Gaining upon them where they could not flee, 
Aaron had seen that marvellous display 
Of the omnipotence, the love, the wrath 
Of the great God he served, Who clave a way 
Through the Red Sea for them that they might pass 
In perfect safety to the farther side ; 
And, as the enemy followed and went down 
To the dry deep between those water-walls. 
He saw their chariots dragging heavily. 
He saw the waters rush into their place. 
But never more, save on the seashore, dead, 
Were their oppressors seen : Israel was free. 
And, well-nigh gladdest of the multitude, 
Encouraged, strengthened, Aaron swelled the strain 
Of that exultant, full thanksgiving song 
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For God's deliverance : and he had shared 

In Marah's bitterness and Elim's rest; 

And yet again had heard, and quietly 

Had borne the murmuring of Israel, 

The cry for bread, for water, the desire 

For a return to their Egyptian life ; 

Had seen the wondrous glory of the Lord 

Appearing in a cloud to comfort them. 

And all their varied need most fully met. 

And he had witnessed the discomfiture 

Of threatening Amalek, as Joshua fought. 

And Moses prayed, while he sustained his hands. 

And he had been at Sinai, and heard 

Jehovah's righteous claims, His promises 

Of special blessing to that chosen race 

If they would keep His covenant and obey ; 

Had heard their protest of obedience. 

And, sanctified with them, had looked upon 

The awful, visible majesty of God. 

He had beheld the wondrous fire, the smoke, 

The blackness, darkness, storm, so terrible 

That even Moses quaked. Then had they two, 

And Aaron's eldest sons, and seventy more — 

Elders of Israel — at God's command. 

Gone up into the Mount and seen the Lord 

In His clear sapphire glory. 

But when left 
To watch o'er Israel while Moses spent 
Those forty days upon the mount with God, 
Most grievously, disastrously he sinned. 
Yielding imto the clamour of the host 
For man-made gods like to the heathen roimd, 
And with their broken gold he made a calf, 
CaUing it their dehverer, and thus 
Invoked fierce wrath upon them, and dire plagues, 
And threatened overthrow and scattering. 
And he had witnessed Moses' angry zeal 
As, coming from his high commune with God 
To see their gross idolatry and shame, 
He cast the God-writ tables on the ground 
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And brake them, and then took their metal god, 
Burnt, powdered, watered it, and make them drink, 
He himself suffering his heavy share 
Of Moses' indignation and reproof. 
But with strong anguish and deep earnestness. 
And self-renouncing love did Moses stand 
Before his God in that tremendous breach 
And crave forgiveness for the trespassers ; 
And he was heard, — for gracious is the Lord. 

But holy, just and righteous is the Lord, 

And for that sin, and for unnimibered sins, 

And for inherent, imiversal sin. 

Atonement must be made by sacrifice. 

And, even as they sinned, that gracious Lord 

Had been devising honourable means 

Whereby to pardon, and to save and bless. 

So on the mountain Moses had received 

With the stem law assurances of grace. 

And most minute instructions of the plan 

Which God for their salvation had decreed. 

Central, amid His wondrous purposes, 

Should be an altar and a sanctuary, 

A holy, consecrated priest, a man 

Who should atone for their iniquity ; 

And Aaron, true devoted saint of God, 

Though with infirmity, should be that man, 

And all his sons should aid his ministry. 

They should be separated, washed, and clothed. 

And be anointed with God's holv oil 

According to His special ordinance. 

Then must each one be purged by sacrifice 

To keep the charges of the sanctuary; 

By holy ritual to perpetuate 

The worship of Jehovah, the One God; 

To offer many a complex sacrifice 

With all exactness as He had enjoined. 

Once every year must Aaron only go 

Into the HoHest, with special rites. 

And make atonement for the sin of aU ; 
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And every month, and every week, and each 

Of various appointed feasts should call 

For special service, and continually 

From day to day should offerings be made. 

And, as each individual should bring 

His voluntary private offering, 

That he might be accepted before God, 

Should Aaron or his sons officiate; 

And every Levite should be theirs to serve. 

But ah ! alas ! alas ! so soon ! so soon ! 

Even in this holy service sin appears; 

For those two eldest consecrated sons — 

Nadab, Abihu (who on Sinai 

Had in His brighter glory seen their God) — 

Lightly regarded His express command. 

Offered strange fire before Him and transgressed, 

And in a moment were devoured by fire, 

Aaron the while forbid to show a sign 

Of the deep grief that stirred within his heart 

For their rebellion and his own sad loss. 

And then, ere long, Aaron himself had joined 
His sister in rebeUious thought and word 
Of that long-suffering brother, on whom fell 
The heaviest weight of aU the sin and woe 
That Israel knew in those distressful years. 
And he had seen the Lord come down in wrath 
Unto the tabernacle door, and call 
Himself and Miriam, that they might see 
His vindication of His faithfid one. 
Miriam was smitten there with leprosy, 
And they must needs bewail their foolishness. 
And beg of Moses to entreat the Lord 
For healing, — and again his prayer was heard. 

Then, drawing nigh to Canaan, at God's word 
They chose from every tribe a noted man 
To search the land they hoped so soon to gain : 
And these returned with wavering report. 
Bringing rich token of abundant wealth. 
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Telling of milk and honey flowing there, 
But of strong giants that aroused their fear. 
And in their unbelief they spread dismay 
Among that people, ever so perverse. 
Who, guiltily ignoring their great God, 
Forgetting His past acts. His promises, 
Cried, wept, and groaned, in impotent despair, 
And would have found a man to lead them back 
Unto the land of bondage ; spite of those — 
Caleb and Joshua — who praised the land. 
And bade them trustfully remember Him 
Who had for them wrought such dehverance, 
And Who again would save. They would not hear, 
And so afresh God's anger was induced ; 
And yet again did Moses intercede. 
And the Lord pardoned them. 

But for this cause. 
And for their necessary discipline. 
They must be turned from Canaan, and left 
To wander in the desert forty years ; 
Their promised gift must be so long delayed ; 
And none should enter but the two true spies 
Who had believed and wholly followed G^, 
Who faithfully had dealt with Israel, 
And sought to win them to their own strong faith : 
That evil generation soon must die. 

So in a pathless, solitary way. 
Homeless, without a city, on and on 
For forty years in sad monotony 
Did Israel wander in the wilderness ; 
Hungering, thirsting, fainting and distressed ; 
But ever heard when unto God they cried. 

Yet one dire incident of grave import, 
One awful visitation of the Lord, 
Disturbed the general tedium of those years. 
There rose presumptuous, envious murmuring 
At the exclusiveness of God's decree 
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In singling Moses, Aaron, for their work, 

And placing them in such exalted sphere. 

And Korah, 'mid the Levites prominent, 

And Dathan and Abiram, Reuben's sons. 

And a great company of princes, strove 

Against those chosen servants of the Lord ; 

And God replied with retribution swift, 

For the earth opened, swallowed up the three 

With their appurtenances ; and a fire 

Was kindled, and consumed the princes too. 

But, by that fierce destruction undeterred, 

The multitude defied their leaders still. 

Indicting them as murderers of the slain : 

And lo ! the Lord in glory came again 

Threatening swift destruction upon aU, 

Save the two brothers called apart to Him. 

Then fell these on their faces : but, anon, 

A fearful plague was spreading in the host. 

And Aaron, urged by Moses, ran with haste. 

Taking his censer full of holy fire. 

To offer incense quickly in their midst. 

And prompt atonement for the people make. 

So, 'twixt the living and the dead he stood. 

And the dread plague was stayed; but not before 

Death had o'ertaken a great multitude, 

And well-nigh fifteen thousand were destroyed. 

Then by a sign did the Lord speak again. 

And show the man He chose for ministry ; 

For of twelve rods, commanded of the Lord 

To be laid up before the testimony. 

With names of the twelve tribes thereon inscribed, 

One — Aaron's only — ^budded, brought forth flowers. 

And yielded almonds^ as the Lord had said ; 

And it was kept in token of His will. 

To quell their envying, and confirm His word. 

Still they pursued their weary wandering, 
Camping and journeying as the cloud removed, 
Till, when the forty years had nigh expired. 
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Into the wilderness of Zin they came, 
And Kadesh saw the death of Miriam. 
There, yet again for water murmuring, 
Their bitter need abundantly was met; 
The Lord supplied the people : but provoked, 
Moses and Aaron there were angered sore, 
And in impatience with their lips they spake 
All unadvisedly, and it went ill 
With them because of stubborn Israel. — 
They, too, must die before their land is gained. 

Here, yet again, at Kadesh, were they near 
That land they so much longed for ; so they sent 
And earnestly requested right of way 
Through a small intervening strip of land. 
From Edom, their own kinsfolk ; but refused. 
With threat of warfare, they must lengthen out 
Their long, sad journey. To Moimt Hor they came, 
The closing scene of Aaron's wondrous hfe. 

For there must he, the first great High Priest, die ! 

Aaron, the great High Priest of God, must die ! 

His had it been so long to mediate 

Between the Lord by His appointed means. 

And His oft erring people, His t'atone 

For their iniquity by sacrifice, 

And his to give God's blessing ; and not one 

Might dare usurp that sacred ministry. 

Under the penalty of certain death. 

And, spite of weakness, and of sin, that life 

Was eminently holy, given to Him 

Who wholly claimed it ; ay, and it would leave 

A blessed and abiding influence 

On each succeeding age. 

But he must die ! 
Not his to finish God's atoning work. 
He is not suffered to continue it ; 
He did but shadow forth a perfect Priest 
Who one day should appear. Aaron must die ! 
Not his to enter that delightsome land, 
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The goal of all their wanderings, not his 

E'en afar oflF, to see its loveliness, 

For that his faith had faltered, he had come 

Short of perfection, he had sadly failed 

To sanctify the Lord before His host. 

So to his partner brother (who himself, 

Should soon receive like summons), God makes known 

His unassailable and just decree — 

Aaron, the great High Priest of Gkxi, must die ! 

Their close association now must end. 

Moses is bidden to ascend with him 

That great lone mount, whose bare, precipitous heights 

Stood like a giant castle in the wild. 

And there to say farewell and bury him. 

And now in cahn, serene obedience 

To each detail commanded of the Lord, 

Ageki, but not decrepid, able well 

With strong, firm step to climb, the brothers take 

The toilsome path together up Mount Hor. 

And, as from the high summit Aaron sees 

The multitude of Israel spread below, 

He muses o'er their past, their future lot. 

Swiftly he lives again those forty years. 

He sadly thinks of his two smitten sons 

Who should have borne his honour in his stead. 

But whose twin graves were near Mount Sinai. 

Yet Eleazer now is with them there 

At God's command to be anointed Priest, 

And humbly, hopefully, he takes his trust, 

As Moses from the aged father strips 

That unique, priestly and symbolic dress, 

To put it on the son. So Aaron sees 

The wondrous ephod by another worn 

Above the beautiful, blue, seamless robe. 

And the embroidered girdle binding them ; 

The two white stones engraved with Israel's names 

Are on his shoulders ; and upon his heart 

The sparkling breastplate with its twelve rich gems. 
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Each indicating one of the twelve tribes; 

The linen mitre is upon his head, 

The crown of holiness upon his brow, 

The music of the golden bells is heard, 

And Aaron knows that God will work His will, 

Although His labourers may be removed. 

And dimly he foresees a Prophet-Priest, 
Who was to come, in righteousness arrayed, 
After the power of an endless life. 
And offer one sufficient sacrifice 
For sin for evermore. 

So Aaron dies ! 

Yet not consumed ; oh ! not destroyed, cut off, 

But " gathered to his people," to await 

The second coming of that true High Priest, 

Separate, undefiled, compassionate. 

Touched with the feeling of infirmities, 

Able to save unto the uttermost, 

Whose priesthood is unchangeable ; Who now 

Has once appeared, fulfilled the law, and died. 

Offering Himself, without or spot or stain, 

A sacrifice for all throughout all time ; 

Who rose to bless, Who lives to intercede. 

And Who within the veil prepares a place, 

That where He is there may His servants be. 

As kings and priests to God eternally. 
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A SECOND WELCOME. 
May 3rd, 1893. 



Again we give thee welcome, Princess May ! 
Once widowed maiden, but twice-destined queen 
Of England's interests, and England's sheen, 

And English hearts, who joy for thee to-day, 

And with rare unity their tribute pay, 
With deeper tenderness for what has been. 
Thy yoimg, bright hope, thy early anguish keen, 

That did an empire's sympathies so sway. 

This, this alone, might thee to us endear. 
But now a new, a stronger claim we own, 
Since to the brother-heir of England's throne 

Thou giv'st thy life, thy love, with freshened cheer. 
May each to each for long, glad years be spared ! 
And be your happiness by miUions shared ! 
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THE BUILDING OP THE MANSION. 

They said the earl would build a splendid house 

That in the country round for many a mile 

Would stand unrivalled, and the work began, 

But oh ! not beautiful the work appeared. 

Soon was that spot of normal quiet stirred 

To strange commotion and unloveliness ; 

Huge piles of dull material lay about 

In wild disorder, and the well-kept lawn 

Was cut with marring wheel-marks far aroimd. 

There rose the clang of heavy iron tools. 

And ugly laden trucks lumbered about 

With noisy rumble ; and a black engine puffed, 

And hissed, and groaned, and shrieked, and steamed, and 

smoked. 
No sign was there of shelter or repose. 
Save here a temporary shed, and there 
A wooden hut, — ^no things of beauty they. 
A lofty scaffolding was soon upreared. 
Then came the spoiling of the well-known hall. 
That had to us of such great import seemed ; 
The roof was ruthlessly torn off, the walls 
Dismantled, and the crescent portico 
Thrown ignominiously upon the ground. 

Oh, desecration ! Oh, unheard contempt ! 

From time to time we visited that scene. 

Haunted by happy memories, and looked 

With ever-growing interest, though for long 

We saw increased confusion, not a glimpse 

Of destined grandeur ; and the scaffolding. 

Unsightly and unstable, shook with tread 

Of hurrying feet, and here and there a part 

Was shifted oft, and there was ceaseless change. 

Sometimes we threaded the intricacies 

That grew within, stepping with dubious feet 

O'er parted beams, and tottering planks, and floors 
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Bestrewn with rubble, brickbats, sawdust, all 

Rough things incongruous with dignity ; 

And to our untaught minds so much seemed wrong, 

In the whole scheme we could not understand. 

Again, again we questioned with ourselves, 

" Can this be adaptation right and wise? " 

And yet we cherished faith of purpose true 

Controlling the disorder, and the din. 

And there was music in the dissonance 

Of workmen's voices and activity 

Betokening hope, and promise, and success. 

So varied were the men, varied their tools. 

Varied their methods and their lesser aims. 

Yet all pressed on toward one common end. 

The fair ideal of the architect, 

Who, with authority of untold wealth. 

Watched, counselled, ordered, and directed all 

According to a plan he knew full well. 

And he had well conceived. We never saw 

That master-builder, seldom did the men. 

And little could they guess his full intent ; 

Yet slowly, surely it was evident 

That strength and beauty grew, and we believed 

That a fair building should ere long stand forth 

In grand completeness. 

Then there came a day 

When bit from bit the scaffolding was torn 

And thrown upon the ground, then cleared away. 

Then could we tell of perfecting within 

And rare embellishment and furnishing. 

Till we beheld the hall and all around 

In perfect order, the last vestige gone 

Of tumult and confusion ; and it stood 

Fit habitation for its noble lord. 

The rendezvous of many a worthy guest. 

The admiration of the country round, 
^f -x- * * 

And surely, surely rises for our Lord 
A living habitation ; He shall bring 
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To full perfection all His purposes 

Inspired by such divine beneficence 

As yet we dimly know, though He has told. 

Himself the Master-Builder, great and wise, 

Appoints, adapts, directs, and furthers all 

With infinite resources, though so oft 

We marvel at His will, and say, " How long? " 

Or, " How can these things be that seem so strange? " 

Temples have been demolished, customs changed, 

And types have passed away ; and even now 

So muc^, that we deem needful and divine. 

And that we fain would guard as beautiful 

Is touched by spoilers, and essential things 

Are nigh to vanishing. Yet know we weU, 

Within the visible outworks, that appear 

Without or form or comeliness, it grows, — 

That holy temple for the Master's praise, — 

Though not with observation. It may be 

Oft amid noisy clamorous scenes where we 

Cannot discern the imity of aim, 

And what we see is rugged shapelessness. 

And much must surely be ere lone: destroyed. 

Through toil and pain it grows, hiS from the gaze 

Of those without, and strange to those within ; 

But yet it grows, it grows, and it shall grow. 

Until ere long the last touch shall be put. 

And often cheerily the builders greet. 

And oft are they heard singing, for they see 

Sure progress through apparent hindrances, 

And know that nought shall fail. And ours may be 

Some happy, e*en if hiunble, part to haste 

The glad fidfilment of our Lord's designs. 

For that the Master hath so bidden us. 

Then, though the tottering systems that enshrine. 
And foster, and yet hide that wondrous growth 
Fall short of satisfaction, though they oft 
Seem far from beautiful, and shake and shift. 
And some are faUing even now ; and though 
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Scoffers are asking oft, and all in vain, 

For explanation, shall we be dismayed ? 

Or need we fear ? Shall we take care to prop 

That which we need no more ? Or, shall we stay 

The real building that we may adorn 

That which is destined soon to pass away ? 

Nay, to the work ! The scaffolding but serves 

A worthy purpose for a little while ; 

Then may it be discarded, cast aside 

As needed nevermore. What matters it ? 

The last removal shall reveal the things 

For which we look with untold eagerness, — 

Things which through ages of unmeasured bliss 

Cannot be shaken, and they shall remain. 

May we not then, with calm, implicit trust 
In Him, who hath all blessedness devised, 
Lift up our heads when earth and heaven shall shake, 
And stars shall fall, and desolations come. 
Assured (because the Master hath Himself so said) 
That, when these things begin to come to pass. 
The consimimation of our highest hopes 
Is surely drawing nigh? 

Our Lord shall come 
Into His temple to be glorified 
In all His saints, to be admired in those 
Who have believed, and are made one in Him. 
Yes, we shall know Him living in His own. 
His everlasting glory manifest. 
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A GREETING 

To Old Schoolfellows and Successors. 

(Written for the first number of a School Magazine.) 

Wide scattered, and divided many a way, 
Yet to one well-known centre strongly bound, 
Where o'er rich teaching the glad Gospel sound 

Rang out in bygone years, and rings to-day, 

Across all distances we speak and say 

That of true lessons learnt on the same ground, 
Or light and easy, or sublime, profoimd. 

The name of Jesus holds strong, gentle sway, 

And sweet that matchless theme, and simply grand, 
Storage of wisdom, or for age or youth. 
The full embodiment of grace and truth. 

That e'en the ignorant may imderstand. 
Be this our unity all bonds above. 
Love to the Master, bom of His great love ! 

A BIRTHDAY GREETING. 

E ver may thy birthdays be 

Y ery happy ones for thee, 

E ver may home's glad love-hght 
L inger round thee warm and bright ; 

Y ear by year for thee unfold 
N ew delights unpriced by gold ! 

M ay the hopeful days of spring 
A 11 their sweetness for thee bring ! 
R adiant be thy smnmertide, 

Y ielding joys long to abide ! 

G row in stature, grow in mind, 
I n all strength and grace combinea I 
F ruitage crown thy autimin days, 
F ull be they of love and praise ! 
O nward then, through good and ill. 
Reaching upward, heavenward still, 
D oing all the Father's will ! 
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AN INVITATION. To M. G. B. 

My " dear little maiden," a greeting I send, 
And a warm invitation therewith I would blend, 
Will you come soon and see us ? A welcome is here, 
We think of you often, and wish you were near. 

Come when the fair daisies are first peeping out. 
And grandpapa's lambkins are frisking about. 
Or when the long warm days invite to the place. 
Where we picnic, and frolic, and join in the race. 

You know, too, the spot where you often have played 
And dug in the sand 'neath the dark fir-trees' shade. 
Come, seek it again with your pail and your spade. 
And see with what perfectness pies can be made. 

Be sure come at Christmas with father and mother, 
Then always I hope we may see one another ; 
Your old summer haunts may be buried in snow. 
But pleasure we'll find by the fire's cheerful glow. 

I can't say exactly what games there will be. 
Or skating, or bran-pie, or gay Christmas tree. 
Nor which of your playmates will join in the fun, 
I wish that we might hope to see every one. 

Come, ransack the drawer at the top of the stair. 
And choose from the old friends awaiting you there ; 
Then climb on my back and we'll trot down again, 
You're getting so heavy, but I'll not complain. 

Come, chat away lonehness, kiss away care. 
Make sorrow more easy to banish or bear ; 
Come, merrily help me with what I must do. 
All tasks will be fighter divided with you. 

Come, bring out your books while I sit by and work. 
You'll scarce find a word now to spell or to shirk ; 
Come, read me sweet truths from the dearest of all. 
That treasure of blessing which never shall pall. 
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Time will bring us its changes, we both shall grow older, 
But ne'er may the pleasure of meeting grow colder ; 
As increasing years shall new interests claim 
We'll broaden our sympathy, heighten our aim. 

It seems a long while since the last time we met, 
Say, cannot you possibly come again yet? 
Come just when you will, and in fair or foul weather, 
Whatever betide we'll be happy together. 



TO A FRIEND. 
With a Bible as a Wedding Gift. 

I fain would send thee some fit offering. 
Some welcome gift that time cannot impair, 

Something for constant service, yet a thing 
Of choicest beauty, exquisite and rare. 

But costliest gifts of silver and of gold 

I cannot give; nor e'en by such as these 

Can my large wish for thee be fully told, 
However fully, perfectly they please. 

And so I send this well-known casket, — ^plain. 
But stored with jewelry of priceless worth. 

To be admired again and yet again. 

To serve thee still when fail the things of earth. 

Tarnished may grow the casket, yet its store 
For ever some new splendour will reveal ; 

It needs must satisfy thee more and more, 
As years shall constantly fresh gems unseal. 

Ne'er shalt thou weary of its varied charms. 

Through cloud and sunshine it shall gladden thee ; 

It hath a spell to calm all vague alarms, 

It shall thy heart uplift, and make thee free. 

I greet thee therefore as a happy bride. 

Wishing all richest joy for thee and thine ; 

And send with love at this glad loving-tide. 
This precious token of the love divine. 
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TO A FRIEND LEAVING FOR AUSTRALIA. 

Swiftly the days pass by, 

Our parting hour draws nigh, 
And soon thy untried course must lie across the trackless sea ; 

May streams of blessing flow 

Wherever thou ma/st go. 
All peaceful, glad, and beautiful may thy new pathway be ! 

Thou wilt pass from our sight. 

And to a clime more bright 
Wilt go among a stranger-band to find thy future home ; 

And many a stranger-face 

Will cheer that stranger-place, 
As stranger-stars look down on thee from out their azure 

dome. 

But the same sun shall shine 

Upon our home and thine. 
And distance cannot sever from the Sun of Righteousness ; 

One Friend shall watch o'er thee. 

Beyond the barrier-sea^ 
And still remain for aye with us to brighten and to bless. 

And this great joy shall prove 
A ceaseless bond of love, — 
Shall we not pledge each other still to the dear name of 

friend ? 
We shall not sundered be. 
Unfettered, swift, and free. 
Our winged thoughts shall meet, and oft in sweet communion 

blend. 

And e'en if nevermore 
Thou seek thy native shore, 
Doth not our heavenly Friend for us one glorious home 

prepare ? 
And oh, the wondrous joy. 
So free from all alloy, 
Oh, the glad fellowship of love that waits His loved ones 

there ! 
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Thus, though we for awhile, 

Must miss thy sunny smile, 
Though what may be thy destined lot we cannot, cannot 

teU; 

And though we add a sigh 

Unto our last good-bye, 
Yet lovingly and hopefully we say to thee — " Farewell ! " 



ADA. 

A fragile form, yet full of native grace ; 
Delicate cheeks, yet a sweet winsome face ; 
Soft, sparkling eyes, free utterly from guile ; 
Lips relaxed ever in a genial smile ; 
A gentle voice, whose tones, or grave, or gay, 
CaUed the heart's deepest feelings into play ; 
A simny presence brightening all around ; 
A life where joy seemed ever to abound. 
Where sprang the living water, Christ-bestowed, 
Filled the whole being, ay, and overflowed. 
This was the Ada that we joyed to know 
In days that seem so short a time ago, — 
First of three orphan sisters, homeless, lone, 
Yet welcoming a friend in everyone. 
The rich to her were e'en as kindred near, 
The poor no less were brethren, sisters dear ; 
The aged mirrored back her smile alway. 
The children sought her oft to join their play ; 
She loved them all, and loved all beauteous things, 
So merrily was borne on time's swift wings ; 
Yet often would she lift her wistful eyes 
To visions seen by faith beyond the skies. 
For she, too, had her share of sorrow here, 
(Though the great Antidote was ever near). 
And higher aspirations filled her soul 
Than could be bounded by an earthly goal. 

We said farewell, and ocean bore her hence 
Unto a land of purer radiance. 
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And 'neath the Southern Cross the roses came 
Into her cheeks, fresh vigour to her frame ; 
New friends she found, and Hf e was glad and gay, 
But eager was she for home-news alway, 
And 'mid the splendour longed to hear again 
The nightingale, the robin, and the wren ; 
To distant loved ones oft her thoughts she turned, 
And still for dear, dear England deeply yearned. 

She came, the same blithe spirit as of old, 
And brightened us with all the tales she told^ 
Now full of pathos, now with frolic rife. 
Now diffuse details of Australian life, 
Its social converse, imconstrained and free. 
The vast, grand, foamy, iridescent sea, 
The giant fields, the haytime in November, 
The pic-nics 'mid the gum-trees in December, 
The scentless flowers of loveliest, gayest hues, 
The croaking frogs, the boundi^il kangaroos. 
The gorgeous, songless birds, — a, motley crowd, — 
The laughing jackass* notes, so hoarsely loud ; — 
Then of her interesting journey home. 
And of the visit paid to far-famed Rome ; 
To beauteous Naples, and its mount of fire, 
And the old cities, whose fate was so dire ; 
The whiffs she caught of Ceylon's spicy breeze, 
The passage by the now united sca^. 
Then the safe landing on the homeland shore. 
More precious to her now than e'er before. 

So face to face we communed happily 

On what had been, what was, and what might be ; 

So, severed links were riveted anew, 

And thoughts were interchanged and friendship grew ; 

But brief her sojourn in the land she loved. 

For English airs so variable proved. 

And from another sunny clime there came 

An urgent call, her interest to claim. 

So, with high hopes, and noble work in view. 

Once more she bade us all a long adieu. 
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Her promised letter came, and told of days 

Doleful at first, for rough the vessel's ways, 

Then pleasant sailing o'er the sunlit sea 

Through lengthy days of calm monotony ; 

Told of the beauty of each tranquil night. 

Lit by the silver moon's most glorious light ; 

Her fellow passengers of many a race 

(What diverse traits were pictured in each face !), 

The change of steamers, and the lovely isles 

Passed as they steered the final southward miles ; 

Told of the welcome to her home to be. 

The kind and hearty hospitality ; 

Barbados' wealth of tropic loveliness. 

Too rare, too varied, fully to express ; 

The fierce heat, tempered by the ocean-breeze, 

The rich luxuriance of plants and trees, 

Flamboyant, frangipani, breadfruit, palm, 

And fields of sugar-cane, — a novel farm ; 

The chalky roads, so dazzlingly white, 

The gold and purple sunsets, — oh, so bright ! 

The Sabbath service, homelike and so dear. 

And yet so strange to her did it appear. 

The numerous darkies in their white attire, 

The woolly heads of the black, white-robed choir. 

And then she spoke of her enlarging thought, 

With faith sublime, and deepening gladness fraught ; 

Love messages were sent, and a request 

For frequent news of all that she loved best ; 

So well, so strong was she, so full of fun, 

So much she longed to see her work begun, 

So fair a future for her there seemed stored, 

One lament only, — ^fever was abroad. 

Soon came a letter in an unknown hand, — 
Ada was prostrate in that distant land ; — 
Another quickly followed, and we read 
The sad, sad words that told us she was dead. 

Oh, the sad tears that rose to many an eye 
That she so soon, so young, so lone, should die ! 
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Die, amid strangers, and so far away ! 

To dire disease so speedily a prey ! 

Die, with her hopes, her aims all unfulfilled ! 

Oh, who for her would such a fate have willed ? 

Yet is the wide world girdled with the love 

That was to her all other loves above. 

And there in generous hearts it burned and glowed. 

And for those five short weeks to her was showed. 

So of friends' tender soothing lacked she nought. 

One only care had she, one boon she sought. 

Blessings on the two dearest she must leave, — 

Yes, He would guard them who did thus bereave, - 

So, with a Gloria she her Lord confessed. 

And, safe in His kind arms, she sank to rest ; 

And truest comfort mingles with the pain 

Of knowing we may ne'er meet here again. 

Oh, when the trump of God shall wake His dead 
That in His English acres make their bed, 
The joyful call shall sound as loud and clear 
In her far resting-place, and she shall hear. 
And what shall be thereafter who can tell ? 
This only know we, and we know full well, 
Her faith, her hope, her love were not in vain. 
Death shall not hold her more, nor smite again ; 
She shall awake to such a glorious life 
As ne'er is guessed at 'mid the earthly strife ; 
Orphaned no more, no longer desolate. 
With perfect love, and perfect bliss elate, 
Her Saviour she will welcome and adore^ 
Be with Him, and be like Him evermore. 
And in the hope of that sure-promised day. 
Remembering her, more fervently we pray 
For that grand consummation — Come ! Amen ! 
How glad the meetings and the greetings then ! 
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THE BARONS' STONES— BURY ST. EDMUNDS. 
In Memoriam. November 20th, 1214., 

An ancient town, with stirring memories 

Of many a deed enacted long ago, 

A stretch of hoary ruins, witnessing 

All silently but surely to a past 

Of wealth and grandeur, and one central group 

Secluded in wild beauty tells a tale 

Of interest supreme. For these fantastic shapes 

Of solid masonry, so strong, so firm. 

That the destructive elements of time 

Have failed to wear away, — ^that the rude hands 

Of ruthless spoilers have left standing yet. 

These open up a train of history 

Through long, long centuries, and dynasties 

All strangely varied, to a distant day 

When our loved land of liberty received 

The promise of her future strength and light. 

Here, then, was reared an early Christian church, 

And here a Christian king had sepulture. 

And gave his honoured name to the old town. 

Rebuilt, and yet again rebuilt, at length 

Rose to his memory a splendid fane. 

Majestic nucleus of an abbey grand 

Where riches, influence gathered. Hither, then, 

Came noble, princely, kingly devotees. 

And paid their lowly homage, and bestowed 

Their choicest treasure at St. Edmund's shrine. 

And scarce a rival knew the old spot then. 

But above all the glory of the past 

Shines out in Abbey annals one event 

That makes it widely famous. In a day 

When England groaned beneath deep-seated wrongs. 
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The hard oppression of a tyrant king, 
Papal intrigue, and threat of foreign foe, 
When all was disaffection, and unrest, 
And nothing seemed inviolate or sure. 
Then here met five-and-twenty barons brave, 
Noblest of EngUsh nobles, patriots true, 
Headed by noble prelate, and they swore 
Unitedly, with purpose firmly fixed. 
By all things sacred, England should be free. 
And here they framed the charter of her rights, 
And here to that decree they pledged their all. 
And hence they went forth, sternly resolute 
To force assent from the reluctant king 
By calm or hostile measures, or to die. 

And so they won for us our heritage 

Of priceless freedom ; and these tablets twain 

Set on this pillar, that so long ago 

All mutely witnessed their heroic deed, 

Record the fact, and tell their worldly names, 

And to this century renew their praise. 

Ay, for their act all England joys to-day, 

And spreads her gladness over all the world. 



95 



THE FOUNDERING OF THE "ELBE/' 

T'hrough Collision with the " Crathie," 50 Miles from 
Lowestoft, 5.40 a.m., January 30th y 1895. 

Adown the bleak North Sea the vessel steamed 

In intense darkness, 'mid the blinding snow, 

On that cold, wild, rough mom, ere daylight dawned. 

A sharp collision, dire disaster came, 

A sudden crash, a rude awaking, swift 

Confusion, rapid hurrying on deck, 

Hoarse shouts, shrill shrieks, awed silences, report 

Of water inrush, awful signs of doom, 

Appalling horror, consternation great. 

Deep desperation, rocket-firing quick. 

Short orders, prompt obedience, and a rush 

For lowering boats. 

One swamped at once. 
One cleared the vessel with a living freight, 
But ne'er was heard of, never seen again. 
One only weathered the fierce elements. 
And bore just twenty of four hundred lives 
To safety, and those other fated ones 
In few brief moments passed unto their death, 
As sank the huge wreck in that seething sea. 

Oh, who shall picture, who shall ever tell 
The hurried agonies of heart and mind 
Crowded into those moments of suspense. 
And the succeeding quietude beneath 
The surging surface of that dark abyss ? 

And who shall picture, who shall ever tell. 

Though twenty lived and told, oh, who shall tell 

The mingled feelings of the castaways 

Tossed on the boisterous, stormy, threatening waves. 

But a mere speck on the vast, heaving deep ! 

On, on they fought with almost certain death, 

Destitute, desolate, exhausted, drenched, 
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Ice-coated, all but frozen, on they fought. 
Hoping, despairing, rowing, signalKng, 
Labouring incessantly as best they might 
To free their little craft from the cold brine 
That dashed and poured upon them, and weU nigh 
Immersed the one frail woman that it held 
Bearing with courage strong her rare distress. 

At length, at length, after long, weary hours, 
That tiny speck is sighted ere too late, 
And the brave skipper and the worthy crew 
Of the smack " Wildflower " hasten to their aid. 
Through difficulty and through danger great. 
Those noble Englishmen upheld their fame, 
Hauled to the boat, and with strong effort drew 
The beaten foreigners aboard their own. 
Gave kind rehef , and lively sympathy. 
And generous care to those unhappy waifs ; 
Then vigorously they made at once for land. 
Until, as evening ended that sad day. 
They reached the safe, calm, friendly shelter! Qg 
Of Lowestoft harbour and its Sailors' Home. 
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A HOLIDAY. 

A glorious August day, an English three 
MingHng with some of their own country folk, 
And some of other lands on Belgian soil. 
Intent on making most of holiday. 
So, merrily they climbed the many steps, 
And, panting, reached the summit of a mound 
Huge, bare, unique, and found a resting-place 
Beneath the shadow of a giant form, 
A lion from French captured cannon cast, 
Meet trophy of an English victory. 
Thence gained they a wide, comprehensive view 
Of gently undulating country, — ^fields of com, 
Varied but slightly by long rows of trees 
And Httle group® of buildings here and there, 
But all around teemed with deep interest 
For many a nation, and for England most. 

For here, at Waterloo, some decades since. 

The jflower of British forces, with aUies 

Friendly and true, gathered and put to rout 

The last of that grand army, that so long 

Had carried terror wheresoever it went. 

At length Napoleon's course was surely checked. 

The bold usurper's daring schemes were foiled. 

Conquered the conqueror of a continent. 

The troubler of all European peace. 

The bitter foe of England. He had risen 

By genius, valour, resolution, strength. 

From dignity to dignity in France ; 

But by ambition, pride, and tyranny 

Was lured to degradation and defeat ; 

And this the spot that saw his overthrow. 

When Europe gained new hope and breathed afresh. 

And now a quaint, gaunt man, in gorgeous garb. 
Told (as each day he told) the far-famed tale 
Of that momentous, memorable day 
Of dire defeat, and splendid victory, 
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Of awful carnage, and resultant peace, 

Of happy revolutionary aims, 

And of bereavement in unnumbered homes. 

Glibly, but with grim earnestness he talked^ 

And he had earnest listeners; yet his mien, 

His very earnestness engendered smiles, 

And still on every face was clearly writ 

That one word — " Holiday." If aught recalled 

The dark, dark, solemn awfulness of war. 

Sad sights and soimds, the dismal moans and cries 

Of wounded, dying ; the now-smiling scene 

Reeking with gore and full of ghastliness. 

Swift passed the troubled vision ; scarce a sigh 

Or quickened heart-beat seemed to be called forth 

By casual reference to the suffering 

So keen, so real on that fateful day. 

Honour, and nought but honour, seemed it now 

To have it said, " He died at W aterloo. ' 

Now points the old man round to various sites, 
And tells how, after recent desperate fight. 
And hard-won triumph, and brief, troubled rest, 
The English general, brave Wellington, 
'Mid biuning heat, and frequent skirmishing. 
And raging tempest, led his trustful troops 
To a night's wet and cheerless bivouac. 
With scanty rations, on this chosen field. 
There, to the north, and stretching to the east 
He fixed his main post, upon Mont St. Jean, 
Dotting its front with squares of infantry, 
And hiding men behind its sheltering crest. 
There, to the south-west, in the chateau grounds 
Of Hougoumont were other thousands massed, 
And there, when morning's drizzle ceased, the French 
Began the sharp encounter, and throughout 
Maintained fierce fight, — ^the gallant British force 
Against superior numbers standing firm. 
Or swift recovering from a slight reverse. 
Straight to the south, on the Belle Alliance heights, 
'Mid trumpet clangour and the beat of drums. 
The French in thirteen columns were disposed. 
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And, spreading between them and Mont St. Jean, 

Was open valley upon either side 

Of the high road from Brussels to Charleroi ; 

And, centrally conspicuous, there stood 

By the roadside a farm — ^La Haie Sainte — 

That in the fray endured such frequent charge 

And varying fortune. To the right of French, 

To eastward, was the little wood, the road 

Whence towards the close of day the Prussians came 

When EngUsh energies were well-nigh spent, — 

There, Papelotte and Planchenois, their captured points. 

All day had warfare lasted ; yet th'allies. 

Though valiantly, successfully they fought. 

Had but repelled from their well-chosen ground 

The bold, aggressive French; but, when at length 

In the south-eastern distance were descried 

Signs of the long-expected Prussian aid. 

And when the foe, of conquest well assured. 

But irritated by such firm defence. 

Gathered his forces for a last attack. 

Then, at their reverenced commander's word. 

As, waving hat in air, he gave the sign, 

Th' impetuous but long-curbed British ranks. 

Full of high hope, and raising a glad cheer, 

Swept forward down the slopes of Mont St. Jean, 

And charged their way to speedy victory. 

Then fled the hero of so many fights. 

And from the field the battered residue 

Of his grand army was completely driven ; 

Then fresher Prussian troops took up the chase 

And pressed to southward the retreating host, 

Leaving the brave but weary conquerors 

To midnight rest upon the dead-strewn earth. 

So ended the narration. 

Merrily then 
The three descended to the lower ground. 
Entered the little house hard by, now famed 
For the night-slumber of the Iron Duke, 



100 

And for his chronicle of the event 
That sent such thrill of joy across the sea. 
And here was many a relic of the past, 
And present sweet refreshment ; so they ate 
Where Wellington had eaten, and they wrote 
Where he had' done, and chatted gaily on. 

Forward to Hougomnont they hastened then, 

And with the quaint old man's quaint sister there 

In queerly blended languages th^ talked. 

In the courtyard where once such struggle raged 

But lazy-looking horses now turned in, 

And by the well that held three himdred slain, 

Where now the hens were pecking peacefully ; 

Marked with serene composure the effect 

Of shot, and shell, and fire on chateau-walls, 

In the small chapel, and where'er they turned ; 

And in the orchard, 'mid the verdant graves. 

They strolled at ease, and laughingly peered through 

Loopholes in walls, for tragic onslaught made. 

Then went they on, in path circuitous. 

Where, on the glorious, awful battlefield, 

Masses of lovely cornflower grew in com 

That recent haU had flattened. Forward still 

By other noted spots and monuments 

They hurried on, until they reached again 

The Lion Mound, and left to catch the train 

That bore them back to Brussels. 
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